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Terror In A Ski Resort 

Al Mundy was in deep trouble. He’d been sent to Switzerland to recover microfilms of 
top secret SIA plans from an Eastern Bloc agent named Gunter Kronig. 

But Kronig, suddenly, was very dead...and the microfilm Mundy needed was nowhere 
to be found. Instead, Mundy himself had been captured, and not by Kronig’s men, but by 
the head of the Soviet MGB, Nikoli Tuvarnof! 

And now they’d injected Mundy with a hallucinogenic drug guaranteed to cause such 
terror in a man’s soul that he would spill everything he knew in order to get the antidote... 

Al Mundy was young, handsome, sophisticated...and an accomplished safecracker and 
thief. Which made him particularly valuable as a secret agent for the SIA. 

Mundy didn’t want to work for the SIA, but it was a choice between that and a long 
prison term. So he became the SIA’s top man for international “glamour jobs”—exotic 
locales, beautiful women, the finest hotels, food and drink. 

But when Mundy’s assignment took him to a famous ski resort in Switzerland to steal 
back microfilmed information about a U.S. operative behind the Iron Curtain, he was 
faced with the ugly side of his job: deception, torture and death. For Al Mundy was 
captured by a very deadly enemy... 


I 


Al Mundy glanced again at the beautiful, voluptuous ash blonde 
creature beside him on the soft white leather couch and stood up fast. He 
felt as if he were stretched on the rack. Anger at Noah seeped through him 
like some vitriolic acid. That Noah Bain had done this, playing with him, 
toying—it was a rotten trick. 

“Al, honey,” the girl said, “you’re so handsome, I could just die.” 

“Go ahead,” he said softly. He meant it. As beautiful as she was, she 
had flagrant ill manners, the voice of a parrot. She never shut up. 

He looked helplessly around the richly appointed sunken living room of 
his mansion-like home in Chevy Chase, just outside Washington, D.C., the 
posh palace the SIA had provided was his “front.” What should he do? She 
wouldn’t leave. It was a situation. 

“A penny?” the girl said. Suddenly her eyebrows shot up, and she 
belched gently. She giggled. 

Al suppressed a groan. 

By all rights, seeing the play from a distance, he knew what he 
apparently should do. Any healthy male in his right mind would, perhaps. 
But it would be like working a puppet on a string. It did not appeal. 

Noah was a pinhead and should be arrested for treason. 

Al looked at the girl again and tiredly shook his head. He simply could 
not believe it. Looking at her was a breathtaking experience. Hearing her 
speak was like shaking hands with a talking dog. Unbelievable. 

“Darling,” the girl said. She patted the soft leather beside her. “Come. 
Sit by Lola.” 

“T really...” Al said. Then he said, “Would you like another drink?” 
Maybe he could get her plastered. He knew he had been taken utterly 
unaware. He should have spotted the mad moment the instant it walked in 
the front door. He’d been blinded. He knew this and cursed himself for it. 

‘TIl have a little drinkee.” 

“Fine!” He poured her her eighth martini. Her name was Lola 
Sommers. Miss Sommers of the hollow leg. And hollow head. 

It would be like taking advantage of a stuffed doll. 

“You’re sweet,” she said. “What d’you do for a living, Al honey? Mr. 
Bain said you were ‘intensely interesting.’ I agree with Mr. Bain. I think...” 

If he let her continue, it would be another hour on top of the last, 
listening to a wild extension of inanities. He could not bear it. He could 
only take so much. Noah was a clod. 

He quickly said, “I just like to look at you. Just sit there. Don’t speak.” 

She giggled. “You are something else.” 

“Drink your drink, please.” 

“You insist?” 

He nodded, smiling. He thought it over. He had to get rid of her. It 


wasn’t easy. She stuck. She had appeared at his door, saying, “Mr. Noah 
Bain sent me.” Giggle. He had registered shock, because her starlike beauty 
was a threat to sanity. He had ushered her in with gracious pomp. He 
should have marked the giggle. He might have, but he was overcome, 
seeing her, thinking that Noah had at last loosened up and become a human 
being. Maybe they were going to take care of him right from now on. 

Then she’d begun to speak, an irritating soprano. 

He had barely been able to slow her down. He had been rude. He 
wondered that his actions didn’t reach her. She was a duck’s back. 

She was so rippingly stupid, it was startling. 

He was wise to Noah. Noah was having his little fun. 

“What kind of gin d’you use?” Lola asked. The heavy lashed green blue 
eyes lidded. “Kilroy? Kilroy’s the best. A nice man, a Mr. Carr told me 
that.” Giggle. “Nothing but Kilroy. Isn’t that a funny name, though? I think 
it is, Al darling. Y’know, I never seen anybody so handsome as you. You’re 
just... You make me...Come an’ sit down, darling. Sit by li] Lola.” 

“Look,” Al said, “I’m afraid—” 

The door chimes sounded. He whirled. A reprieve. 

“Excuse me,” he said. 

He started across the thick golden rug. He heard the door open, the 
sharp click of heels in the entrance hall. 

“Mr. Mu-n-n-n-dy? Al?” 

“Do come in!” he called. 

He recognized the voice. Female. Musical. With an intellectual 
overtone. He didn’t know whether to feel good or bad. It was Miss Agnew, 
his attractive parole officer, the one assigned to him by devious method. He 
never knew exactly what she was thinking, and she never told him. He did 
not know what to expect from her. 

Miss Agnew was abruptly poised and still above the flag steps leading 
into the room. Slim, well curved, her hair a coppery sheen, she took in the 
scene with slightly raised eyebrows. 

“Well, Al.” 

“Well, what?” 

“You might say something.” 

“True. I might. Come down here, Miss Agnew. Join the party. Pull up a 
chair. Rest your tired feet.” 

He had never become too familiar with her. True, she occasionally gave 
him instructions in Karate. She was an expert. And sometimes, of necessity, 
they touched. But neither allowed it to go to their heads. Sometimes Al 
schemed in the long nights. But so far he respected Miss Agnew’s position. 

Miss Agnew came down the steps and lazily crossed the room. 

“Lola,” Al said. “Miss Agnew. A friend. Lola Sommers.” He hesitated, 
then said softly, “A present from Noah. Wasn’t that keen of him?” 

Lola Sommers said, “Pleased, natch. He means Mr. Bain. Mr. Bain’s a 


good friend, y’ know? He didn’t say anything about you, though.” 

The two women regarded each other. Miss Agnew’s expression was 
oddly cool. She tilted her pretty head, eyes questive. She wore a tan 
minifrock and a slightly darker tan hip length coat. She carried a mahogany 
colored purse of leather. Her tippy nose was slightly red from the late 
afternoon November weather. 

“T had no idea you were entertaining,” Miss Agnew said. She turned to 
Al Mundy, and her eyes were angry. Her chin bunched faintly. She was 
both hurt and angry. 

“A drink?” Al asked. 

“No. I do not want a drink.” 

“Tt’s terribly good,” Lola Sommers said. “It’s made with Kilroy.” 

Miss Agnew stared at her, then looked back at Al. “My, she is striking.” 

Al did not know what to say. 

“What have you two been doing?” Miss Agnew asked. 

Lola Sommers wore an ice blue minidress, with white ice at the throat 
and shoulders. Her long, lushly curved legs, clad in sheer nylons, were 
exposed to a large degree. Lola Sommers would be exposed in a car robe. 
Her gorgeous features were shaded with a faint frown now. 

“Whatever d’ you mean by that?” Lola asked. 

“My pretty little thing,” Miss Agnew said. “Don’t trouble yourself to 
fathom it.” 

“Lay off,” Al said. 

Miss Agnew’s glance was bitter. 

Again the door chimes sounded, and again the door opened, and Al 
heard footfalls in the hall. They were heavy but controlled footsteps, and he 
recognized them. It was Noah Bain. 

“Hello, Al?” Noah called. 

“In here,” Al said. 

Noah, chunky, partially bald, smiling, wearing a brown sharkskin suit 
and a dark tie, walked to the flag steps and trotted down into the room. He 
stopped abruptly, looked at all of them in turn. “Well,” he said. 

“Oh, Mr. Bain!” Lola said. She came to her feet, hurried jouncing over 
to Noah’s side. “He’s everything you said he was. Just simply everything!” 

Al stared at Noah. Noah’s face reddened slightly. He was carrying an 
attache case of brown leather. 

“Hope you two’ve been getting on?” he said. He turned to Miss Agnew. 
“Miss Agnew. What are you doing here?” 

“I just stopped by to see if Al...well, Pm leaving.” 

Noah glanced at Al. Al spread his hands and shrugged, his lazy blue 
eyes touched with humor now. Then the humor went away, and the eyes 
grew cold. Noah swallowed. 

“Tve got to see you right away,” Noah said. “Important.” He tapped the 
attache case. “Very important.” 


“Oh, what a shame,” Al said. “Just as things were warming up.” He 
turned to Lola Sommers. “Business,” he said with arched brows. “Serious 
business of a nature...” 

“Al?” Noah said sharply. 

“T’m leaving,” Miss Agnew said. “And Al means you should leave, too, 
sweet one,” she added to Lola. 

“But—but I thought we were going out. Didn’t you say that, Mr. Bain?” 

“Something’s come up,” Noah said appeasingly. 

“Come along,” Al said. “T ll get your wrap.” 

Miss Agnew cast him a cold glance and stalked across the room, up the 
steps, and down the hall, her heels smacking the floor spitefully. 

“But I don’t want to leave!” Lola said. 

“Afraid you must,” Al said. He took her arm and began slowly walking 
her across the room. They moved up the flag steps, and along the hall. The 
front door slammed as Miss Agnew departed. 

“But Al, darling. When will I see you?” 

“Soon, soon. We won’t be apart long,” Al said. 

He picked up her coat in the hall, an ice blue cape. 

She retrieved her silver purse and turned at the door, her eyes touched 
with concern. 

“Is something the matter?” she asked. “The way Mr. Bain talks... 

“Tt’s nothing, pet. Believe it. So long.” 

“Kiss me goodbye.” 

She leaned forward. She looked like something exotic and doomed on a 
movie screen, with pouting red lips offered as tribute. 

Al kissed her. Her arms circled his neck. He sank into an immediate 
morass of emotion. Quickly, nervously, he disengaged himself. 

He held the door open. “So long, beautiful.” 

She smiled. It was something like Marilyn Monroe. Soon. 

“Soon.” 

She was gone. He closed the door, leaned against it, and gusted a deep 
sigh. 

“Al, Noah called. “Hurry it up.” 

He returned to the living room. Noah Bain was seated on the white 
leather couch, the attache case open in front of him on the cocktail table. 

“Come over here and sit down.” Noah patted the leather couch. “New 
job for you, Al.” 

Al stood across the cocktail table and stared at Noah Bain. “You are an 
unmitigated bastard of the first water.” 

“Now, Al.” 

“You think you’d get away with it?” 

“Al? It was simply a gesture.” Noah’s low throated tones were tinged 
with worry. 

“Sending me that. How the hell could you do such a lousy thing? I 


thought you were above dirty tricks. Now I’ve got your number.” 

“Forget it, Al. Mark it off. A mistake. An error.” Noah’s face was 
concerned. “This is important. We haven’t time to argue. So get off it.” 

“You can go to hell.” 

“Al? Are you going to behave, or would you like to go back to San 
Jobal prison?” 

It was a tired threat, but it always worked. Al had thought he knew 
Noah. But once again he was learning that there are hidden facets to every 
man’s personality. 

“Okay,” he said. “What’s up, O Great One?” 


II 

Noah looked at Al with a doglike expression on his heavy featured face. 
It reached Al, but he refused to admit it. Admitting much of anything to 
Noah was a difficult gesture. 

“Will you come over here and sit down, so I can brief you?” 

“Rather stand,” Al said. “I think better on my feet Old habit, I guess.” 

“And I don’t like the way you refer to me.” 

“You’re just a figurehead, Noah, and you know it. The SIA puts you on 
me to nibble at my heels, make me perform the way they want. It’s been 
that way since the beginning. I’m a good thief, and I’m needed. Why don’t 
you give me a little freedom?” Al made a quick gesture. 

“That’s a vital point, Noah. Freedom. You have me watched by agents 
from dawn till dusk. This infernal checking is getting me down.” 

“You look it. Never saw anyone so healthy.” 

“Physically, perhaps. But mentally I’m on the verge, Noah, on the verge 


” 


“Shut up and listen.” 

“Lola Sommers is a case in point. Now, whatever gave you the notion 
to pull a stunt like that?” 

Noah stared at the cocktail table. He brought a folder from the attache 
case, laid it on the table, then looked up at Al. “Okay,” Noah said. “You 
asked for it. Lola’s one of ours.” 

Al smacked his forehead with his hand. “What!” 

“It’s true, Al.” 

“You mean that talking box is an SIA agent?” 

“In all extremes. New, to be sure. This was her first assignment, but 
she’s been cleared on field trips, so to speak, and she’ll be one of our top 
operators, or I miss my guess. And I don’t miss often, even though you 
don’t realize it. It was a put-on, Al.” Noah smiled briefly: then his face 
became expressionless again. He ran his hand across his high forehead, 
through the thinning brown hair. “Pretty good, wasn’t she? We tried her out 
on you. If you didn’t tumble, then nobody would. You didn’t.” 

“Oh, my God,” Al said. He turned away, took three steps, then whirled 
and approached Noah again. “You mean all that stupidity is an act?” 

“Isn’t she great?” 

“You’re a worse son of a bitch than I thought at first,” Al said. “I 
thought I was on the inside. Where do I stand? You bust me out of prison 
and fix me up, and I do all sorts of dirty jobs for yon, and then you play a 
trick like that.” 

“Now, Al. That’s enough. Words, words.” Noah flipped open the folder 
on the table. “A new job, so concentrate.” 

“Damned if I will!” 

“Double damned if you don’t, Al. Remember what we can do to you.” 


“Threats, threats, that’s all I get for my trouble.” 

Noah sighed. “I’m waiting, Al.” 

“Miss Agnew’s mad at me.” 

“Miss Agnew will recover, never fear. Attention, please.” 

“Oh, go ahead. What the hell is it this time?” 

Noah’s voice lowered a tone, touching a rusty bass. “Al, the SIA’s in 
trouble. The United States is in trouble.” 

“Something new, old man—something new?” 

Noah ignored him. “It’s serious, and you’ve got to be a sort of 
magician. It’s a damned difficult thing, and it’s vital, so give it all your 
attention. Remember Morgan Ballister? One of our agents? You met him at 
that State Department whingding last year. A tall, heavy shouldered fellow 
with a broad face. Always looking at his watch.” 

“Yeah, I remember. So what?” 

“Well, Ballister is on an extremely vital mission, behind the Iron 
Curtain. Can’t tell you just where, it’s classified. He’s about to have his 
cover blown. If nothing is done to prevent it, he’ll be captured. It’s certain 
as moonlight. Actually, Ballister’s assignment is so secret, even I know 
next to nothing about it. Al, we can’t allow this to happen, and there’s only 
one way out.” 

“Not me?” 

“You, Al.” 

“Continue, Professor.” 

“Al, I wish you wouldn’t be so facetious.” 

“Tl try. Honest.” 

“This is serious. You’re a part of it. The main part, I might say.” Noah 
frowned, and a tinge of anger was revealed in his dark eyes. The scowl 
deepened as he went on. 

Al, for all his probing digs, was listening attentively, picturing Morgan 
Ballister in his mind, wondering what it was all about, slightly eager to find 
out. 

Noah said, “Here, take a gander at this.” He handed Al an eight by ten 
black-and-white photograph. “That’s Gunter Kronig,” Noah said. He was 
once with the Militarischer Abschirmdienst of—” 

“What’s the Militarischer Abschirmdienst?” 

Noah sighed. “It’s the Military Counterespionage Division of the New 
West German Army, the Bundswehr. It’s headed by Colonel Wetzel and 
cooperates closely with the Gehlen Organization.” 

“Thank you. Continue.” 

Noah tightened his lips. “You’re just aching for a trip back to San Jobal, 
aren’t you?” 

“Okay, okay, I’m listening. And this guy in the photo is a dream. He’s 
got a forehead like yours, Noah. He—” 

“Will you be serious?” 


“Yes.” 

They stared at each other for a long moment. 

“Would you care for a drink, Noah?” 

“No!” Noah nearly shouted. “I do not want a drink.” 

“Tt’s Kilroy.” 

There was a mutual silence. Then Noah said, “Kronig’s a devil. He’s 
treacherous. He no longer works for any country, he’s on his own. He deals 
in the sale of state secrets to any country with the highest bid. He sells 
secrets.” 

“How does he get ‘em?” 

“He’s a trained spy. A natural, too. He’s a master of disguise. You’ve 
heard of birds like that. Well, he’s tops in his field. He works alone. Briefly, 
Gunter Kronig somehow lured an SIA courier, jumped him, and killed him. 
This was just outside Paris. Kronig photographed, on thirty-five millimeter 
film, a bunch of top secret operational plans of the SIA, covering Russian 
and Red Chinese programs. Well, the courier was carrying a dossier on 
Morgan Ballister, Al. It’s a loose thing, seems to me, but it’s done now. I 
suppose he had plenty of security.” 

“The security didn’t work, obviously,” Al said. 

“Yeah. Kronig photographed important parts of the Ballister dossier. It 
revealed not just a picture of Ballister himself, but plans for his cover and 
an outline covering his assignment.” 

“The SIA should bury its head in the sand.” 

“Things like this are done all the time. How could we know Kronig was 
on us? Things happen, that’s all.” 

Al nodded. Extremely handsome, with a planed, regular featured face, 
light brown hair and cool blue eyes that seemed to question everything in 
sight, he stood there in a pale gray lounge jacket, a yellow silk turtle-neck, 
and dark gray slacks. He gave the impression that he was resting, but there 
was something about him that warned he could spring into violent action at 
a whispered word. This was a fact. Al Mundy was a leashed dynamo. 

“Kronig got away?” Al asked. 

“He got clean away,” Noah said. “Not a trace, not a hair. All this puts 
Ballister in an extreme position. You can see that. And now the worst part. 
The whole story’s been verified. Kronig is negotiating with Russian 
elements for payment for what he holds. It’s a big bag, Al. And it places us 
squarely in the middle. It’s certain Ballister will be caught. He’ll be picked 
up faster than you can spit, and he’ll be grilled and tortured by Tuvarnof.” 

“Who’s Tuvarnof?” 

“Right here, Al.” Noah handed Al another eight by ten photo. Al 
glanced at it. A bearded, sharp-featured man with cold black eyes and a 
hawk’s beak for a nose stared from the photo. He wore a fur hat, and it 
looked as if it was snowing. 

“He has only one arm,” Noah said. “Nikoli Tuvarnof. The other arm’s 


some sort of clamp.” 

“Jolly.” 

“He’s jolly, all right. He’s a maniac, from all reports. He’s an MGB 
head. Ballister will be taken to the new Secret Interrogation Center for 
Espionage Agents, and he’ll be made to talk. They’re utterly thorough. 
There’s no way out for him, if he’s caught. And what’s terrible, Ballister 
suspects nothing. He believes his cover is perfect. He thinks he’s safe.” 

“Why not tip him?” 

“Tt’d blow the program. It can’t be done.” 

“Just another goose.” 

“Al?” 

“Yes, Noah.” 

“The roll of film and the negative that Kronig took of the dossier and 
program documents must be recovered. They’re in a secret safe in Kronig’s 
Swiss house, a chateau near Davos. He’s there, it’s his home. He’s awaiting 
enemy contact, for the big sale. Right now.” 

“Oh, cripes, Noah,” Al said. “I’m sick of blowing safes for the SIA.” 
He flipped the two photos onto the table, looked at Noah Bain. “Can’t you 
get me something else to do?” 

“Tt’s that—or back you go.” 

Al watched the man. There was something curious about Noah Bain’s 
expression. Al could feel it. He had a natural intuitive sense that had paid 
off well in the past. It had carried him through serious calamaties during his 
life, and it was at work now. 

“T want some time off,” Al said. 

“You’ve had time off. Surely you recognize the trouble we’re in. This 
country stands on a hot dime right now. Let me assure you—” 

“All right. I believe you.” 

“Al?” 

“Yeah.” 

“There’s a touchy problem. I don’t like it, I admit.” Noah pursed his 
lips, looked over toward the large field-stone fireplace where a log 
smoldered. “I don’t know how to say it. I just don’t.” 

“Oh, boy.” 

“Its something you’ve never done. We hesitate to ask. But we’re 
asking. More than that, we’re insisting.” 

“Okay-spill it.” 

Noah sighed, made an ineffectual motion with his right hand. “Kronig 
cannot be allowed to go free with his knowledge. He’s told nobody. He 
respects his own secrecy.” Noah’s voice softened a notch. “You must kill 
Kronig, Al.” 

Al Mundy wasn’t sure he had heard right. Noah nodded. “I know it’s a 
shock, Al. But that’s how it is.” 


Il 


“All arrangements have been made,” Noah said. “We fly to New York 
immediately, take a jet to Europe tonight. You’re to get packed, Al. Pronto. 
I’m all ready, there’s a chauffered car waiting outside. I’ll tell you the rest 
on the way.” 

“You’re all ready?” Al’s voice was loud. “You’re out of your mind. 
Doctor. You’ve wigged, asking me that. I haven’t got my freedom, and you 
promised it. I’m watched day and night, secretly listened to, taped, checked 
up and down. I run all over the world doing your dirty work, knocking 
safes for dear old SIA. I’m a talented thief, I’m the best. I wouldn’t be here 
if I weren’t. But... kill? Not on your life.” 

Noah’s voice was perfectly smooth, even. “Yes, you will, Al. I’m sorry 
to say that’s how it is.” 

“You never told me there’d be anything like that. I’m a professional 
thief, not a killer.” 

“We couldn’t tell you. We didn’t know, we didn’t expect. You’re an SIA 
agent, Al. You take orders, just like the rest of us. You kill Kronig. And you 
get that film negative for us.” 

Al turned and paced over to the fireplace. He stood with one hand on 
the mantel, staring down into the smoldering fire. He kicked the corner of 
the big log. It tumbled, showering sparks. He leaped back, then turned 
slowly and regarded Noah coolly. 

“No,” he said. “The answer is no.” 

Noah shook his head. “You don’t seem to understand, Al. You’re going 
to do this.” 

They watched each other, and Al Mundy knew deep down inside that 
they had him. They had him where it hurt, and there was nothing he could 
do about it. He stood there and knew he had absolutely nothing to say. 
Noah would rebuke him and would press like a steel wall. There was no 
way out. No matter what he said now, it would cut no ice. He felt sick 
inside, but none of it showed on his face. He seemed the same picture of 
suave, urbane perfection as always. There was just a touch of tightness 
about those cold blue eyes which could smile so easily. 

“What d’you mean, you’re all ready?” Al asked, his tone tempered 
now. 

“Just what I said. I’m going with you,” Noah said. He rose, leaned and 
began placing the photos in their folder, the folder back in the attache case. 
He closed the lid, snapped the gleaming brass clasps, then glanced up at Al 
Mundy. “Get going, Al. Pack. Make it light, but bring woolen clothes and a 
heavy coat or jacket of some kind. It’s chilly in Switzerland, remember.” 

Al did not move. He was thinking all sorts of things, none of them very 
worthy. He wanted a way out. He could see none. He was trapped, as 
always. Time. Perhaps time would fix things. It was all he had now. 


“You’re coming along?” he said. 

“Yes, As your manservant.” 

“That’s cool, man. Very cool.” 

“I knew you’d think so. Get a move on now.” 

Al turned and headed for his bedroom. He refused himself the pleasure 
of thought now. It was best to keep his mind a perfect blank, accept things 
as they came and work on them one at a time. He had a safe to work on 
somewhere in another part of the world. This was all he knew. Beyond that, 
he did not think. He packed quickly, well versed in the procedure, 
remembering Lola Sommers’s scratchy soprano voice. Was that a fake too? 
He hoped so. He would question Noah. 

But habit took over too. He mentally repictured Nikoli Tuvarnof and 
Gunter Kronig until he had them clearly placed in his mind. He absolutely 
refused to consider killing Kronig. Noah had one hell of a nerve to ask that. 

What did the SIA think he was? 

He met Noah in the hall. Al carried a single valise, a two-suiter of 
burnished cowhide. He had a tweed coat and a leather jacket over his arm. 

“You bring a gun?” Noah asked, blinking. 

“Nope. You know how I register about that.” 

“Better bring one, Al. You may need it.” 

“Guns are for slobs.” 

“Al.” 

Al’s voice was icy. “No.” 

Noah sighed. “Then let’s go.” He glanced at his wrist, where gold 
gleamed. “We’ve just about got time. Everything’s scheduled.” 

Al knew one thing that wasn’t scheduled. For damned sure. 

They rode to the airport in a gleaming blue Lincoln, with a silent, dark 
capped, round head at the wheel. 

The man never spoke, did not turn. He simply drove. Fast. 

“You'll like Switzerland,” Noah said. 

“Oh, PI love it. Simply. Look, what’s the rest of the story? There’s got 
to be more.” 

“Wait Il we’re over the Atlantic. There’s no time now.” 

Al could not help himself. “How could you ask me this, Noah?” 

“T had to.” 

“You had to.” Al’s tone was bitter. “Do you have to do everything they 
tell you?” 

“Yes.” 

They rode on in silence. The car sped through the city. There was a 
touch of snow in the air, presaging what they would find in Switzerland. Al 
looked covertly at Noah Bain. Noah, hatted, sober, stared straight ahead. 
For all his sarcasm toward the man, Al liked and had a deep respect for 
Noah Bain. This feeling was mutual. Noah was doing his job. He was 
thorough, and Al realized the planned killing was probably against Noah’s 


liking too. He could do nothing. Still, the very thought was a deadly gripe. 
It made him nervous to consider it. Gunning people down, he thought. It 
just wasn’t on the agenda. His mouth tightened. But it was on the agenda. 
Very much so. What could he do about it? 

He thought of Gunter Kronig, resting in his Swiss chateau, waiting. He 
had no idea what he was really waiting for. 

“We land in Zurich,” Noah said, and Al knew the man was just saying 
anything, wishing he could soften what he felt certain was on Al’s mind. 

Al said nothing. They reached National Airport and in fifteen minutes 
were aboard a Worldwide Airlines flight to New York. On the plane, Noah 
remained silent. He lit a small, tapered cigar and nestled in his seat, deep in 
personal thought. 

Al tried smiling at the pretty blonde stewardess and received a cool 
glance and the obvious flirt of a well padded hip. 

They left Kennedy for Zurich, via Swissair jet, at eight o’clock that 
evening. 

“We’ll arrive in Zurich at eight,” Noah said, lighting another cigar. 

“Okay,” Al said, once they were comfortable. “Spill it all, Colonel. I’m 
on nins and peedles.” 

Noah regarded him with slightly glistening eyes. Plane travel always 
made him look as if he were weeping faintly. Something to do with the 
altitude, even inside a pressurized cabin. 

Noah leaned close then and began to speak in a low voice. 

“Nobody’s going to hear you,” Al said. 

“Quiet,” Noah said, flicking some ash off his cigar. “Your contact in 
Davos is—” 

“Contact?” 

“Yes. She’s Christine Diplo. A beauty, I might add.” 

“This helps, baby.” 

“I knew it would. And don’t call me that. Anyway, she was born on the 
isle of Cyprus. She’s an SIA agent She’s also a photographic wizard— 
that’s why she was put on this. She’s posing as a very wealthy divorcee, 
recovering from a mixed-up marriage.” 

“Sad.” 

Noah sighed. He stared glumly at his cigar, took a deep breath, and 
continued, “Christine Diplo knows Kronig. She’s worked on him, has his 
sympathy. He’s been escorting her around a bit. She goes to his home. 
She’s devious, to say the least. She’s going to spot the safe and tell you 
where it is. Everything’s being done for you, Al. Everything. All you have 
to do is get into that safe and grab the negative.” 

“And kill Kronig.” 

“Yes.” Noah took a long drag on the cigar, coughed lightly. The 
stewardess, an auburn haired lovely, neat in her uniform, paused and leaned 
low. 


“Anything troubling you, sir?” 

“Yes,” Al said. “He’s choking to death on his own figures of speech.” 

She raised dark brows. Then she smiled. 

“Tm fine,” Noah said. “Would you take this cigar, please?” 

“Of course.” She took the cigar daintily between thumb and slim 
forefinger and moved off. 

Noah cleared his throat. “You, Al, will be Nick Thomas, playboy 
extreme. You’ve followed Christine from Monaco, where you’ve both been 
playing.” 

“At least that’s in the groove.” 

“That’s all you really need know. Ballister must be saved, Al. There’s 
no either or. Get that. He’s got to be free to continue his mission. 
Everything’ll be haywire if he gets caught. And...” Noah lowered his 
voice. “If you err, Al, if you fail—nobody can help you. You’re dead, that’s 
all. For a long time.” 

“Why d’you always tell me this? Don’t you think I know how I stand?” 

“Tt’s just to remind you to work well, that’s all.” 

“T always work well.” 

“T’m along to see that you do. Don’t I make a neat manservant?” 

“Swell, dad—just swell.” 

“You want to sleep now?” 

“Where do we live in Davos?” 

“Why, you have a home there, Mr. Thomas. Don’t you remember? 
Completely outfitted. Food, clothes, servants, the works.” 

“Why’d you have me bring clothes?” 

“Just the getting there, that’s all. I told you light,’ didn’t I?” 

“Think “Ill go back and discuss things with that stewardess. She 
intrigues me. Mind?” 

“Td rather you wouldn’t, Al.” 

“Order?” 

“No.” Noah leaned back and closed his eyes. 

Al went to the galley, where the auburn haired stewardess was 
preparing light sandwiches. She cut him cold. He pressed. 

“I know you,” she said. “You’re Mark Richards, the film actor.” 

“Nope.” 

“Yes, you are. And if you think you’re going to get plastered and tear 
up the place, you’ve got another think coming.” 

“Darling, you’re mistaken. I am not Richards.” 

“Phooey on you,” the stewardess said. “I have a sister on another flight. 
What you did to her you should be jailed for. You guys think a plane’s a 
playground.” 

He tried, but he could not convince her that he wasn’t Mr. Richards. He 
returned to his seat. “I’m Mark Richards,” he said. 

“Huh?” 


“Forget it. We’re going to have a movie. It’s a love story about a 
Russian piano player, a concert boy, who falls for his third cousin, a young 
prostie. Isn’t that fun?” 

Noah did not open his eyes. 

They landed at Zurich at precisely eight o’clock in the morning, and Al 
had visions of traveling by car or train to Davos. He was in for a surprise. 
They picked up their bags, and Noah questioned a sorrowful faced fellow 
who was standing in the terminal building reading a newspaper. 

“Follow me,” Noah said. 

“Don’t I always?” 

Noah slouched back onto the field and turned right They walked along 
past the rows of gates, then made another right turn and came upon some 
small hangars. 

“There she is,” Noah said. “The red and white one.” 

“With the silver trim?” 

“Yes.” 

It was a helicopter. 

“You handle the controls,’ Noah said. “We didn’t give you those 
lessons for nothing.” 

“You trust me with your life?” 

Noah did not answer. They boarded the copter with their bags, and Al 
checked the controls, started the engine. The overhead rotor blades slowly 
began to revolve, then picked up speed, thrashing. 

“What’s the route?” 

“I have a map,” Noah said. “We’re all checked out.” 

“Tt’s starting to snow. I wish I were in Miami.” 

Noah loosened the straps on an oilcloth packet taped to the door. He 
opened the packet, brought out a pink map, turned it, spread it across his 
knees. “Here we are.” He gave Al brief instructions. “We’ll be there before 
you know it.” 

They took off swiftly, choppers slicing at the cold air, made a quick 
turn, and slanted toward Davos. 

“That’s a ski resort, isn’t it?” 

“Yes. Originally it was more for the cure, you know. TB. There are 
sanitoriums in the area, big ones at Davos. They sit on the porches in the 
cold, clean air.” 

Al shivered, even though the small cabin of the copter was warming 
already. A loud screaming noise brought him around in his seat. A 
swooping and gigantic jet was upon them, soaring toward the skies. 

“Plane taking off from Zurich,” Noah said, unperturbed. 

“Gripes almighty,” Al said. “They could mow us down like a sparrow.” 

“T forgot,” Noah said. “Sorry about that.” 

They rose to twelve thousand feet, by the altimeter, over the white 
countryside. Gray mountain streams rushed below, dashing down cliffsides. 


There were few houses, nestled in wooded sections. 

“Beautiful country,” Al said, and abruptly began fighting the pitch 
control. The plane shuddered convulsively, began to pitch and yaw. The 
rotor blades thrashed with a new, terrifying sound. Something was 
grinding. It sounded as if it would tear apart. 

“What’s the matter?” Noah shouted above the screaming din. 

The plane began to drop swiftly. 

“Can’t control it!” Al shouted. “What the hell...?” 

The plane bucked and drove wildly from side to side. The rotor blades, 
spinning fast, shuddered and vibrated savagely. A ripping noise screamed 
overhead. The engine bucked and began to miss. 

They slanted in jerky swoops toward the ground, then began to fall like 
a rock. Noah’s face was a shouting grimace, but Al paid no attention to 
what he said-He fought with the controls. They seemed to be alive in his 
hands. He could get no pitch on the blades that screamed agonizingly 
overhead. They sounded as if they were tearing themselves loose from the 
copter itself. 

“It’s all up with us!” Al yelled. “Can’t do a thing.” 

“You’ve got to,” Noah shouted. 

Abruptly, Al managed a small amount of pitch. The cutting rotor blades 
reduced the craft’s fall. It hovered like a thrashing, wounded eagle for a 
brief moment; then again it slanted downward. Al did everything he could. 
The controls were alive in his hands, and he barely had the strength to 
move them. They fell rapidly. He leaned at the pitch control with all his 
strength, brutally wrenching at it. Again the copter hovered at a forty-five 
degree angle. Abruptly, it dived at a section of woods near a red roofed 
farmhouse. 

“Tt’s all over!” Al shouted. 

Noah was braced against his door, eyes wide with terror. 

The copter swooped up into a thrashing half loop, the churning blades 
tearing themselves apart, the sound a screaming, ragged cacophony. The 
engine hammered viciously. They were just above the trees now. Then Al 
felt and saw one blade go whistling, screaming off into the snowy air. The 
other rotors began chopping themselves to pieces. 

They fell straight down, struck treetops, bounced and tore crashing 
through spreading limbs. They smashed against the ground sideways. The 
Plexiglas bubble shattered like ice into radiant white traceries. The 
remaining blades whirled and cut. The engine stalled with a bucking shriek. 

Al was thrown brutally against Noah. For a moment silence spread. 

“Im okay,” Al said to himself. He moved an arm, a leg, his neck. He 
was jammed against the floor. Noah was on top of him. “Noah? Noah, 
baby, say something!” 

Noah groaned, moved slowly. Al wriggled out, managed to reach die 
door that lay partially jammed into the ground. He pulled himself toward 


the other door, chinning, and snapped it open, lifted it. Powdery snow fell 
into the cabin. 

“Noah! You okay?” 

“Yes. I think so.” 

“Then we made it.” 

Al pulled himself up, out of the copter. He slid down to the ground. 

“C’mon, Noah. Get out of that.” 

Noah emerged slowly. He leaned halfway from the door. His eyes were 
wide. He spoke slowly. “What happened, Al—what happened?” 

“Damned if I know. It’s a wonder we’re able to ask that.” 

Noah slipped to the ground. They stood there, staring at the smashed 
copter. 

“We were lucky as hell,” Al said. “Couldn’t get any pitch. The blades 
were loose, tearing themselves apart. I don’t understand it.” 

“Lord,” Noah said. “We’ve got to get to Davos.” 

Just then, a heavy shouldered, red faced man, wearing corduroy pants 
and shirt, appeared in the small clearing. 

“What happened?” the man called. 

Noah turned to the man. 

Al, frowning, climbed atop the overturned copter, began examining the 
mechanism of the rotor itself. He hunched in the lightly falling snow, 
hearing Noah speak with the man. 

Suddenly he stiffened. “Christ,” he said softly. “Noah?” he called. 
“Somebody tried to fix us. This was no accident.” 

“What d’you mean?” There was a tense quality in Noah Bain’s voice. 

“One of the flapping hinges has been sliced nearly through with a 
cutting torch. It’s obvious. The main rotors been tampered with too. 
Whatever you want to call it, Colonel. Sabotage. Somebody tried to kill 
us.” 

“You must be mistaken.” 

“Oh, no. They only cut the flapping hinge so far. Probably wanted to 
make sure we’d start falling after we gained plenty of altitude.” Al grinned 
tightly. “But they guessed wrong. They didn’t go quite far enough. It’s 
twisted all out of shape. Wonder it didn’t grind itself to bits.” He paused. 
“This is an articulated rotor, too. It’s a mess.” 

Noah’s shoulders slumped. He turned again to the man he’d been 
conversing with. They talked. 

“Al, you wait here,” Noah said. “I’m going to phone. This bird hasn’t a 
car, but I’ll call the same agent in Zurich who arranged for this copter. 
We’ve got to get to Davos, fast. This is hellish. Get the bags out of the 
plane.” 

Noah and the man vanished through the woods. 

Al felt grim. It had been a close thing. He didn’t like it. It was always 
this way with the SIA. He never knew when some bright baby would take a 


chance with his number. It wasn’t just the gods that he dealt with. It was 
mankind. And mankind could be nasty when they put their mind to it. 

He managed to bring the bags from the plane, then leaned against it and 
Ht a cigarette, waiting. He could still hear that wild thrashing, still feel 
himself tumbling toward the ground. It was a rotten sensation. 

They’d had extreme luck, but he didn’t like what he knew. Somebody 
knew he was in Switzerland. How much did they know? They had tried to 
kill him and Noah, too. It would have been a feather in somebody’s cap. 
Who was it? Who had done this? 

Presently Noah returned, slouching through the falling snow. He was 
alone. 

“We’re only about six miles out of Zurich. They’re sending another 
copter, Al. Carpenter’s bringing it himself.” 

“Who’s Carpenter?” 

“The SIA man who arranged all this. He feels bad. I told him we did 
too. He’ll give us the copter, then wait here for mechanics. They’ll try to 
repair it.” 

Al shook his head. “It’s more of a mess than you can guess, Noah. 
They’ll have a time.” 

“We can’t be bothered.” Noah glanced at his watch. “We’ve got to get 
to Davos. Time is precious.” He hesitated. “This is bad news, Al. 
Somebody’s wise.” 

“T know.” 

“They’re after you, Al. Not me. You’re the action, and they obviously 
want you dead. But who? Kronig? How could he be onto us? The SIA 
plays it too tight for that. I can’t believe it.” 

“T believe it, dad.” 

“You’re positive you’re not mistaken? You’re sure the copter was 
tampered with?” 

“You know it. Boy, Noah—I was hired to steal for the SI A. I never 
knew Id get into jams like this. That cell at San Jobal would look mighty 
sweet right now.” 

“It could be arranged,” Noah said. Then he said perfunctorily, “Get 
your bag. We’ll go to a clearing, over by that guy’s house. We’ll be picked 
up there.” 

“This is a crock,” Al said softly. 

They walked through the woods to the clearing. They could see the 
Swiss farmhouse from where they waited. The man in the corduroy stood 
on the back porch, smoking a long, curved pipe. 

“This Kronig must be a beaut,” Al said. 

“Tf that’s who it was.” 

“May never know.” 

“Watch out for another attempt. You’ll have to be on your guard every 
minute, Al. I mean it.” 


Al sighed. “Yes, Father.” 

Moments later there was the inevitable throbbing and chopping from 
the air. A silver blue copter hovered, then settled near them, blowing the 
snow wildly. 

The pilot descended, a short, round man with gold-rimmed glasses, 
wearing a red jacket and a cap with earflaps. 

Noah wasted no time. He told the man little of what had happened. It 
was accepted soberly. The man nodded, gestured toward the copter. 

“C’mon, Al. Let’s get moving.” 

In minutes they were again in the air. 

Soon they wound around the bases of towering peaks, covered with 
curls of drifting white. 

“Wait’ll you see where you live,” Noah said, obviously attempting to 
change the subject. 

“You haven’t seen it yourself. General.” 

“Now I’m a general.” 

Not long after, they were over Davos. 

“There’s Davos Platz,” Noah said. “Hohe Promenade. Keep straight 
ahead, Al. We’re up to the left there, in Davos Dorf. If I can just make out 
the field.” 

“Field?” 

“Landing spot, rather. And it’s just a dot, too, by the house.” Noah 
peered downward. Al brought the throbbing copter low over the town, then 
turned left at Noah’s direction. Everything was white below, with the 
streets darker lines against the snow. A fine snow was falling now, the sky a 
pearl gray. Peaks soared to the right and left, and Al saw a cablecar 
creeping up the side of a slope. Then he saw a skier, a black spot, speeding 
down along a rock strewn, jagged rend in the mountain. He knew about 
these boys; some of them took evil chances, skiing over bare rock. One run 
was eight miles down to the center of Davos. They staged a race with the 
first snow each year, making the run over dangerous powder or soggy snow 
and across bare ground, following gullies and glens. These wicked runs 
were made mostly by inhabitants of the area. 

“There it is,” Noah said, pointing down and to the left. “Right over 
there. See that place?” 

A large home was outlined against the snow. Al detected a small area 
behind the house where he was supposed to land. He brought the copter 
down slowly, slanting into the powdery snow. Two cars were parked near 
the house. Then he saw still another car in front of a fieldhouse, behind the 
main structure. 

They landed. It was a good feeling, after what had happened. 

Al cut the engine. The whirling rotors chopped and sliced and slowly 
revolved to a bucking stop. 

“You’re home, Nick Thomas.” 


“Cheerful Charlie. Cut the crap, Noah. I’m the one who does the work. 
I don’t want to be here. It’s just a flaming job.” 

“And there’s Christine,” Noah said. “See her? Now maybe you'll feel 
better about things.” 

“How the hell could I feel better, knowing somebody’s trying to kill 
me?” 

Noah ignored him. He opened the door, started to step from the copter. 

Al saw Christine Diplo then for the first time. He stared. 

She waved, smiling. 

He began to feel better after all. 


IV 

The house was a Swiss dream in Technicolor. Al wished he hadn’t had 
that trouble outside of Zurich; he wished he didn’t know what he knew. He 
might have been better able to appreciate things. But the SI A had certainly 
rigged Nick Thomas. The rooms were large, the place centrally heated but 
with striking fireplaces everywhere. Fur rugs covered the hardwood floors, 
and pleasing nonrepresentational paintings were tastefully placed on the 
walls. The furnishing were ultramodern European, in subdued colors. The 
entrance hall had a marble floor. 

Standing in the archway to the central room, Al was still admiring 
Christine Diplo. She had said little as yet. 

“You like?” she asked. 

Al tried to place that mild accent. It didn’t sound like a Cypriot, but the 
SIA had probably been working on her, giving her a universal touch. She 
seemed tentative when she spoke, as if she were guessing about the 
listener’s reaction. “Mr. Mundy, you do not speak.” 

“Call him Nick,” Noah said. 

“I do not forget,” Christine said. “You think I forget?” 

“Let’s not take chances.” 

“Tt’s all right, Noah. Everybody doesn’t have to rely on the amount of 
brains you have.” 

Christine chuckled. She was a beauty, and that was a fact. Al could not 
help staring. The SIA knew so many beautiful people, girls in particular. 
The modern way. The swinging way. 

She smiled at him, bold with lovely dark almond shaped eyes. The eyes 
were truly black, which is seldom seen, heavy lashed, beaded. They looked 
almost Oriental. They were clear eyes, and Al wondered if they were 
susceptible, if they would reveal hurt. Or was she a hard-case? He did not 
know why he thought this. She had a heart shaped face, with a full lipped 
mouth that was damp and pink. The lips were slightly parted, revealing 
alabaster teeth, tiny, even, like white seeds. Hers was not a conventional 
beauty; her curious allure emanated from a difference, a quality of 
noticeable childlike appeal governing an obviously mature body. Her skin 
was olive tinted, warm looking. Beside the left corner of her mouth was a 
fascinating mole. It gave her a tragic appearance, if one could be tragic and 
childlike at the same time. The mole was bold on the otherwise flawless 
skin. But the mole was not a flaw; it added to her beauty. She moved with a 
tinge of abandon that supplemented her attractiveness. Now she stood 
quietly, watching Al, an amused half smile on her lovely mouth. 

“What are you looking at, you?” she asked. 

“Just shopping,” Al said. 

She wore black leather, vest and skirt. Under the vest was a canary 
yellow turtleneck of wool. A heavy linked brass chain bound her startlingly 


slim waist The leather skirt was mid-thigh length, revealing round, firm 
thighs covered with gray silk. She wore soft black leather boots. Black 
glistening hair fell in long, nearly straight waves over her shoulders. 

“You’re something to come home to,” Al said. 

“You’re bold, too?” 

“He’s bold,” Noah said. “Now let’s talk-let’s get at this thing.” 

“But you haven’t met Paulette.” 

“That can wait,” Noah said. “Let’s sit down.” 

“Who’s Paulette?” Al asked. 

“Your maid,” Christine told him. “She cooks, too. You have a bruise on 
your forehead, Al—Nick, I mean. Have you been in a fight?” 

Al glanced at Noah. Noah sighed and quickly explained to Christine 
what had happened to them in the helicopter just outside Zurich, “My 
shoulder’s wrenched too. It’s acting stiff. But that’s not what bothers me. 
It’s who was it? How did they learn we were here?” 

“It’s terrible,” Christine said. “I don’t like this.” She was obviously 
troubled. 

“What’s important,” Noah said, “is, have you located the safe, 
Christine?” 

She turned to Noah. All three started walking into the living room. 
“No,” she said. “I cannot find it, worse luck. It seems to be nowhere.” 

“How hard have you looked?” Noah was quick. 

“Hard, Mr. Bain. Everywhere. It isn’t simple, understand? He is after 
me, like you say, hot for me. He has an urge, I think.” 

Al glanced at her, caught her eye and winked. She flushed faintly. “I 
was simply demonstrating,” she said. 

“We get the idea,” Al said. 

Noah nodded. “Kronig doesn’t leave you alone? Can’t you get by 
yourself?” 

“Sometimes. I try.” She chuckled musically. “Don’t worry, I will find 
the safe.” 

“Damn,” Noah said. “You should have had its location by now. We 
don’t have a lot of time. We don’t know exactly how much time we do 
have. We’ve got to find it. You understand?” Noah was nervous. He paced 
across the room to a large chair, turned and sank into it. He leaned forward 
on his knees, ran his hand across his forehead. “I don’t like it. The 
exchange could take place any time at all. How does Kronig behave?” 

“Tve told you,” Christine said. 

“I mean otherwise,” Noah said. His voice was subtly sharper now. 
Noah was a fierce taskmaster, Al knew; yet he didn’t like the way the SIA 
head came on toward the girl. “What does he talk about? Has he mentioned 
having visitors?” 

She nodded, then quickly shook her head. “He talks about anything, 
you understand. He talks of me, of himself. I keep him talking of himself. It 


amuses him. He keeps telling me it’s wrong. But he likes it. He has made 
up many wild stories, believe me. I can recognize.” She hesitated. “And, 
yes. Someone is coming. I can tell. He has admitted he might have visitors, 
but he claims they will not interrupt our brio. He is fantastic, really, a 
fantastic man. I asked him who is coming. He tells me, ‘Never mind, my 
dove.’ My dove!” She lifted her hand, touched the thick hair at her 
shoulder. “I will find the safe.” 

“You don’t seem to understand,” Noah said. “It’s imperative. A man’s 
life depends on it. And not that alone. Big trouble, bigger than either of you 
can even imagine might stem from this if we fail. It can put the United 
States in a bad position. Everything depends on this caper. Right away. We 
can’t lose time. Oh, crap!” he said, turning his head. “This is bad. You’ve 
let us down, Christine.” 

“Ts he really this evil?” she asked. 

“He is, but that’s not the point. What he has in his possession can blow 
things sky high. Honey, I can’t see how you haven’t really discovered about 
Gunter Kronig.” 

“T’m extremely adept when it comes to pursuit, Mr. Bain.” 

“Bet you are,” Al said. 

She glanced at him through lidded eyes. 

“Noah,” Al said, “it’s time I took over.” 

“There is a plan,” Noah said. 

“The devil with the plan. Sometimes you have to break plans. Anyway, 
Noah, you should know by now that I make my own plans.” 

“From a certain stage, yes. I know that. But first, Christine has to locate 
the safe. You can’t bust into his house and run around searching. It has to 
be this way.” 

“You want me to blow that safe,” Al said. “You should leave everything 
to me. I wouldn’t have fouled us up this way.” 

He turned quickly to Christine. Had he said too much, spoken too 
harshly? Her eyes were soft now, and he knew she could be hurt. Strange, 
and somehow good, to find a sensitive person with the SIA. 

“When do you see Kronig again?” 

“This evening,” Christine said. 

“Noah,” Al said, “I want a look at his home.” 

Noah spread his hands, his brow furrowed. 

“I mean it. I’ve got to have a look anyway. The quicker the better. I’ve 
got to know what it’s like, some idea.” 

“But Al—” 

“We’ll go right away. I'll go. Tell me how to get there.” He turned to 
Christine. 

She started to speak. Noah cut in, “We’ll all go. You’re Nick Thomas, 
remember? You’ve pursued this lovely creature from Monaco. A ride 
around town won’t hurt anybody. You should be seen. With her. And P1 be 


in the background.” 

“Oh, to be sure. You’re not needed, Noah.” 

“T'm coming, regardless.” 

“T don’t like it, somehow,” Christine said. 

“Why?” 

“Because if Gunter sees me with you, what will he think?” 

“Tt’s a good idea. And I’ve a better. You take me to meet Kronig.” Al 
felt the stirrings of inner excitement now. “We’ll go. It’Il be fun. Anyway, I 
want a look at that place.” 

“But he’ll be angry. I promise that.” 

“What the hell? Let him gripe.” 

Noah interrupted. “Ill be your chauffeur.” 

“Okay,” Al said. He was thinking about Kronig; he wanted a look at the 
man. “What’s your name, Noah? In case I have to mention it?” 

“Palmer. Frederick Palmer.” 

“It’s not a good idea,” Christine said. “I can work better by myself. I 
have to locate the safe, you know that. If you’re there, I can’t work right.” 

“Just the same,” Al said, “that’s how it’s going to be, pretty one.” 

As he looked at Christine Diplo, he tightened his jaws. It would be very 
easy to fall for a girl like this one. It wasn’t in accord with his philosophy 
of playtime for girls. But he felt curiously drawn to her. He couldn’t help 
himself. It wasn’t alone her beauty, though that played a part. It was 
something about her gentleness, that childlike quality, which was so 
appealing. He wanted to touch her. He knew any man would want to touch 
her, but he couldn’t explain to himself how he felt. She saw him watching 
her now and smiled faintly with her dark lashed eyes. 

Inside, Al growled like a beast. 

“It’s a good idea,” Noah said. “We’ve got to move, and right now is the 
best time.” 

“Tt’s early in the day,” Christine said. “It’s only noon. And I still don’t 
agree. But you’re the boss, I suppose. And Gunter will be angry, that’s all I 
can think.” 

“You always call him Gunter?” Al asked. “What else d’you call him?” 

“Td never tell.” 

“Then let’s get going,” Al said. 

Noah’s eyes were wise. “Remember, you’re Nick Thomas. And also 
remember, you’re after Christine. Hot after her. But you play around. That 
shouldn’t be a difficult impersonation.” 

“Where d’you live, honey?” Al asked. 

“A hotel in Davos. The Belvedere, in Platz. You thinking of visiting 
me, darling?” 

“Why visit, when you can come here?” 

“I might like you to see my suite.” 

“Td rather look at you.” He cleared his throat. “Remember, I’m hot 


after you.” 

Her eyes bantered. “Will you prove it? I wonder if you can be the Nick 
Thomas, with heart?” 

Noah broke in. “You two muffle it. I think we should go now.” 

“Tf you insist,” Christine said. “But Al,” she went on, “you had better 
slip into a dark suit. Even though it’s only just after noon, Gunter is an 
extreme on attitude.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“He’s conventional about social amenities.” 

“Okay.” 

“Go,” Noah said. “Yov’ll find your closets full.” 

Al hurried to his room, a richly appointed area at the rear of the house. 
He was slightly startled at the amount of clothing in the closet. He checked 
and found a soft black silk suit. He smiled wryly. He liked silk. He dressed 
fast, slipped on a camel’s hair coat and joined the other two in the 
downstairs hall. 

Noah wore a blue jacket, a heavy one, and a dark cap. He smiled and 
urged them toward the door. 

“What about you?” Al asked Christine. “Those clothes okay for good 
old Gunter?” 

“Gunter admires leather,” she said simply. “He has—what you call it? 
—a thing.” 

“Yeah. A ‘thing.’” 

Christine smiled, and they went outside. It was continuing to snow, soft 
and powdery. The air was brittle with cold, their breath gusting clouds. 

Christine tugged at Noah’s arm. “Is our Mr. Mundy truly as good as I 
hear?” 

“Better,” Noah said. “He outclasses Houdini, my sweet.” 

Al was thinking of what Christine had said about Gunter Kronig. He 
liked leather. What else could it mean? Could she really have toyed with 
the man? He didn’t like to consider it. But he knew it wasn’t right, thinking 
as he was about the girl. He hardly knew her. Why was he drawn to her? 

“We’ll take the limousine,” Christine said. “It will look best. Over 
there.” 

Parked in the circular drive, was a long, snow powdered black Cadillac. 

“Will it look funny, you being here at my place?” Al asked. “I mean, to 
Kronig?” 

“You’re after me, remember?” 

Noah was already under the wheel. Al and Christine climbed into the 
soft cushioned rear seat. 

“Pll direct you,” Christine said. “It’s on the Corniche road. He has a 
most fascinating home.” 

As they drove along, Christine talked about Davos. 

“Did you know it’s the largest Alpine resort?” she said. “It also has the 


longest ski runs in Europe. The largest ice rink.” 

“Will you go skating with me?” Al asked. 

She ignored him. “The largest ski school.” 

Al looked out the window. Mountains soared above, peaks hidden in 
the mists of sky. 

“There’s the Parsenn, the Strelagrat, the Weissfluh and the 
Gotschnagrat.” 

“What the devil d’you mean?” Al asked. 

“Mountains, you stupid.” 

“Oh. I remember. The Magic Mountain was laid in Davos.” 

“Thomas Mann,” Noah said over his shoulder. 

“Darling,” Christine said, “I, too, went to school. I read books.” 

Al moved closer to her. Her leg touched his, and she moved it away. He 
took her mittened hand, squeezed. She glanced sharply at him. “Is this the 
hots?” 

“Yeah. I’m smoldering.” 

Her voice was snappish as she tried to retrieve her hand. “They call 
Davos the egghead resort. So much cultural activities. Concerts, theatricals, 
art exhibits, fashion shows...” She wrenched at her hand, but Al held 
tightly. “Horse racing...and of course, the winter sports.” 

“You represent the chamber of commerce?” 

“Give me my hand, Mr. Mundy. You do not have to stage a show. Not 
yet, anyway.” 

“Sorry. You can’t have it. I’m getting in practice.” 

“Where to now?” Noah asked. 

“Turn right. Take the Corniche road. It’s about a mile on ahead.” 

They drove swiftly through the endless wintry scene, the road vending 
along the rocky base of the mountains, cliffside to the left, down to the 
town, sloping more gently in some places. Al could make out the 
promenade, the town’s buildings clustered along this main artery. He 
wished he were here, with this beautiful dark girl, on a different errand. It 
could be fun. 

Noah increased the car’s speed. Al was surprised at how clean of ice 
and packed snow the highway was kept. But snow stood piled beside the 
road in steep drifts. 

“There, just ahead,” Christine said. 

Noah slowed the Cadillac. 

“Where?” Al asked. 

“There—it’s the only house.” 

“T don’t see anything.” 

“Tt’s white, that’s why.” 

Noah’s voice was tinged with awe. “It’s a fortress. You mean Kronig 
lives there? I was told it was large, but this...” 

“I see it now,” Al said. His mind worked fast. He always liked a good 


outside view of his target. It told him many things. He liked to know 
beforehand of ways of ingress and egress. This was vital. The grounds were 
important. Everything mattered. He was a seemingly careless, but actually 
acutely careful craftsman. He accomplished everything in his mind, his 
plans, his schemes. He wrote nothing down. He never forgot. Each job was 
like a steel engraving in his mind. He was at work now, though he did not 
look it, lounging in the comfortable car, gripping the lovely girl’s mittened 
hand. She might have applied some pressure then. He returned it, but for 
this moment it was pure thoughtless reaction. Though often smiling, joking, 
he would invariably be ruthlessly devoted to the job at hand. 

The building, or rather buildings, high and white walled, situated inside 
more broad, chest high white walls, seemed sunk into the side of the 
mountain itself, buried in rock and snow. There was an aura of 
impregnability about the place. Tall, sliding windows brooded like dark 
eyes against the milk white stone. For an instant, Al thought he saw bars. 
His chest tightened with light panic. Then, with relief, he realized it was 
only shadow cast by a skeletal tree. 

“Wait,” Noah said. “A car’s just drawn up by the entrance.” 

The Cadillac was slightly above the outside walls, on the road, but the 
house itself was above them. There was a small, narrow, snowy valley 
between the road and the outside walls, and the sloping lawns of the house. 

“You’re right,” Al said. “Drive by. Somebody’s opening the front door. 
They’re getting out of the car. Speed up, Noah, and come back fast I want 
to see what I can.” 

Noah sped down the road, turned quickly in a cut in the snowy, crusted 
bank, backed around and started once again toward the house. 

“Somebody’s left the car. Men. I can’t make ‘em out clearly. They’re at 
the door. They’ve entered.” 

“The car’s moving around the house,” Christine said. 

“Damn,” Noah said. “I don’t like it.” 

“You drive right in there,” Al said. “Now is the proper time to arrive.” 

“But...you might be interrupting something,” Christine said. 

“That’s exactly the idea,” Al told her. “Make it fast, Noah. Get in 
there.” 

Noah turned off the road into the winding drive that led to black iron 
gates in the outside walls. Abruptly, the dark, sleek figure of a springing 
beast leaped snarling against the black-barred gates, just as Noah drew the 
car close. 

“Dogs,” Al said, exasperated. “Dogs can hamper everything.” 

“It’s a Doberman,” Noah said. 

“Yeah.” 

“I forgot to tell you about them,” Christine said quickly. “Gunter has 
three. They’re savage, vicious.” 
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Al kept watching the muscular, wild looking dog at the gate. “In my 
business,” he said softly. “Timing is everything. Animals can monkey 
wrench the works. I don’t like it.” 

Noah groaned. “We’re here, how do we get in? And about the dogs, Al 
—whatť’ll you do?” 

“PI take care of it,” Al said. 

“Somebody’s seen us. There’s a man,” Christine said. “It’s—it’s Gunter. 
He’s at the door. See?” 

Al could see the man by the door. He closed the door, standing quietly. 
He looked like some enormous stage character, like a latterday Sidney 
Greenstreet, but Al formed no opinions from this distance. The man 
clapped his hands. The leaping Doberman suddenly turned and raced for 
the house. Another dog, the same racy breed, black as the other, loped with 
deceptive laziness across the snowy lawn. They bounded into the house. At 
the same instant, the gate slowly retracted, opening, obviously electrically 
controlled. 

“Here we go,” Al said quietly. 

Noah drove in toward the front of the house. The man still remained on 
the small porch area, really nothing but a raised slab of stone before the 
immense gleaming doorway. The door was gold, half again as high as 
Gunter Kronig, roofed with another slab of stone. Twin white pillars thrust 
upward from the base to the scanty roof. 

Noah parked the car before the entrance. 

Al stared at Gunter Kronig as the man moved, limbering, toward the 
car, his face stern. 

He was a mountain of flesh, dressed in a maroon single breasted suit 
with gold threads glinting through the weave. He was colossal. He heaved 
as he walked, his chest and belly protruding enormously. 

“A blimp,” Al said. 

He watched the man, considering how he was supposed to kill him. The 
thought tightened his chest. 

“Do what you can,” Noah whispered quickly. “Ill be back in twenty 
minutes. I have a strong feeling that’s about all you’II last.” 

“Speak for yourself, Corporal.” 

Noah got out, came to the rear door, opened it. 

Kronig stood in the lightly falling snow. 

Christine smiled as she stepped out of the car. She went quickly to 
Kronig. Al was outside now. He and Noah exchanged glances. 

“A surprise, Gunter,” Christine said. “I’ve brought someone who wants 
to meet you.” 

“Ach, Liebling! So? Who is it? A surprise? I adore surprises.” 

His voice was curiously free of any accent whatever, when he spoke 


English. When he smiled, he revealed his pink gums. 

Kronig laughed abruptly. “Who? Who is it?” 

“Hadn’t we better go inside?” Christine asked. 

“Ah, certainly,” Kronig said. “Come.” He eyed Al with eyes that said 
many things. They were cautious eyes, a pale, misty blue, and they were 
watchful. They weighed everything they watched. Al could see that. He 
knew Kronig would have a brain, would know how to use it. He would 
never have got where he was, otherwise. 

They reached the door. Kronig opened the great gold panels, ushered 
them in with a sweep of his large, chubby pink hand, then followed. He 
closed the door. 

“Well,” he said. “Liebling, to what do I owe this?” 

“This is Nicky Thomas,” Christine said. “Remember, I mentioned 
him?” 

“Ah, so.” Kronig’s eyes steadied on Al, took him in by careful degrees. 
“And how are you, Mr. Thomas?” 

“Great,” Al said. “You?” 

“T am great also,” Kronig said. “Shall we go into the other room?” 

The vaulted entrance hall was something to consider, the walls hung 
with several large, Germanic scenes in oil, with gilt edged frames. The 
carpet underfoot was thick, resilient, bloodred. Urns stood about, with 
greenery waxed and hearty. The house was silence itself. At the end of the 
hall, Al saw a broad, winding stairway, without banister, leading upward. In 
the house, he had a feeling of immensity. He knew the place was large, but 
it seemed still grander from inside. 

Through a broad archway, they entered a large, sprawling room. The 
furniture was silver and gold, much too bold, but obviously expensive, 
comfortable. Old gleaming wood tables stood about. There were more oil 
canvases of the same Germanic art, all gilt edged, filigreed. The place was 
something like a modernistic museum, if that was possible. Again, the 
carpet was thick and blood-red in this room. Al wondered if it was like this 
throughout the house. He knew now why Christine had had trouble locating 
the safe. 

Al was searching with his peculiar knowledge even now. He was 
already certain it wasn’t in this room. He would have paid plenty right now, 
to have the run of the house. 

“Mr. Thomas?” Kronig asked. His voice was close to a tenor and rather 
sweet around the edges. It was a strange voice. Al abandoned himself to the 
moment, to his character of Nick Thomas. 

“Yes?” 

“What brings you here? Why this marvelous surprise?” 

Al grinned. He detected the broad sarcasm. He glanced at Christine. 
“Only one thing, Herr Kronig. I’d rather be in the south of France, believe 
me. But where this beautiful girl goes, I must go. I can’t help myself. Isn’t 


she a winner?” 

“Yes,” Kronig said. He pursed his lips, looking almost as if he were 
going to whistle. The lips were pink, close to red, and glistening damply. Al 
had wondered at an airy sound. He knew what it was now—Kronig 
breathing. It reminded Al of the sound a fish might make if one could hear 
it Had this man, this fat Kronig, been behind the helicopter wreck outside 
of Zurich? 

“Hope we’re not interrupting anything.” Al said. 

“What could you mean, sir?” 

“We thought we noticed a car before we drove in. Perhaps you have 
visitors.” 

“You are mistaken,” Kronig said. He spoke smoothly, and though it was 
an obvious lie, that was not detectable in his expression. “There was no car 
that I know of.” He gave a small laugh, and his belly heaved. “There is no 
one here but little me.” He laughed again, the sound tainted with glee, and 
again that enormous protuberance moved gigantically. “Little me.” He had 
made a joke. He ceased abruptly. “Would you care for a drink, perhaps?” 

“I could go a dram,” Al said. 

“Oh, Gunter,” Christine said. She had slipped off her leather coat, 
dropped it across a chair. “You'll love Nicky. 

Al shot her a quick look. 

Kronig pursed those red lips. He moved hugely across the room to a 
gleaming table-bar, poured whiskey from a decanter without questioning 
them about their taste and returned with two highball glasses. “I do not 
imbibe,” he said. “It is a stupid habit that fuddles the senses, makes a man 
slow.” He eyed Al as he said this. “I take pleasure in a ready mind.” 

Al wondered if Kronig would ask them to sit down. He didn’t 
particularly want to. He badly wanted to see the remainder of the house. He 
knew he wouldn’t. 

They stood grouped together in the center of the room. It was a strained 
moment, and Kronig did nothing to alleviate it. Al sipped his drink. It was 
excellent Scotch, without ice, a straight half glassful. Kronig believed in 
healthy portions. 

“l like candy,” Kronig said abruptly. “Would you care for some with 
me?” 

Without waiting for a reply, he lumbered off to a table and returned 
holding an open box of what looked like chocolate creams. He passed them 
around. Christine shook her head, Al held up his drink. Kronig plucked a 
fat chocolate drop from the box, popped it between his lips. His eyes 
revealed a touch of ecstasy as he swished the candy around, then 
swallowed. 

“I do enjoy candy,” he said. “Chocolate creams. They are my weakness. 
You don’t know what you’re missing.” 

“Have you been taking good care of Christine?” Al asked. “You see, I 


don’t think yov’ll have her around much after today.” 

Kronig said nothing. He carefully selected another chocolate cream, 
holding it between pudgy fingers. His eyes were on Al as he dropped it into 
his mouth. 

Al said, “I wanted to meet the man who was taking care of her while I 
wasn’t present.” 

“You have met him,” Kronig said moistly. “What do you think of him, 
Nick Thomas?” 

Was there something other than suspicion in those tiny, liquid blue 
eyes? 

“Don’t know what to think,” Al said. “Really don’t expect to be around 
long enough to know him, either.” 

“T would say you’re right,” Kronig said. 

They watched each other. Al hoped all that was in Kronig’s mind was 
the problem of Christine. He thought again how he was supposed to kill 
this man, and at the same time he wondered where the visitors could be. 
Who were they? Could they be the Russian people, come to buy the film? 
If so, the transaction might take place at any time. 

Time was of the essence. 

Al turned to Christine. “Frankly, darling, I don’t think Herr Kronig and 
I have much to say to each other.” 

“I think you’re correct,” Kronig said. He withdrew another chocolate 
cream from the box, munched on it. His breath was heavy with the odor of 
chocolate; it gusted into the room. 

“But you hardly know each other,” Christine said. 

“You know something, Liebling?” Kronig said. “I don’t think I like 
your Nick Thomas.” 

Al smiled. 

“But Gunter.” 

“T think I would prefer that he left.” 

“You mean he should go?” 

Kronig nodded, sucking a tooth. He probed with a fat pinky, found 
satisfaction. Turning, he moved slowly across the room to the table, set 
down the box of candy, then returned. 

“You understand, Mr. Thomas?” he asked. “You-as they say—get the 
idea?” 

“Yeah. I’m not wanted.” 

“Definitely. You are not wanted. Can you find your own way out?” 

“But I'll have to go, too, Gunter,” Christine said. “I came with Nicky.” 

“You needn’t go,” Kronig said. “Mr. Thomas and I understand each 
other, I’m sure. Ill take care of you as long as you’re in Davos. I’ll take 
care of you very well. There is no need for Mr. Thomas’ attention. Do I 
make myself clear, Mr. Thomas?” 

“Yeah. Listen, Christine. Pl split.” He was laying it on thick, 


wondering how the fat man would take it. Kronig revealed nothing in his 
expression. “You stay here,” Al said to the girl. “Have a blast, if it’s 
possible in this quaint cemetery.” He glanced at Kronig, whose eyes were 
like agates. “I’m sure Herr Kronig means well. You take good care of her,” 
he said. “Pll expect her back in one piece. I didn’t come all this way for 
nothing. This’ll be the last afternoon you’ll get to be with her. She’ll be in 
my company hereafter. Do I make myself clear, Herr Kronig?” 

Kronig smiled coolly. He opened his mouth to speak, but then there was 
the sound of hard heels from a doorway at the far end of the room. A burly 
young man with a square, ruddy face and slitted eyes, wearing dark brown 
woolen pants and shirt, stood there. 

“Herr Kronig?” the man said. He had a thick German accent. His blond 
hair was sleek. “I speak with you a minute?” 

Kronig’s face registered sudden displeasure. “Excuse me,” he said. He 
turned and moved, with that curious floating grace of some immense 
people, across the room. He said something to the man. The man’s face 
flushed. The two vanished beyond the doorway. 

“How much of the house have you covered?” Al asked Christine 
quickly. 

“The place is a honeycomb of rooms,” Christine said. “But I think I’ve 
checked everywhere but two places. Gunter’s bedroom—and I don’t think 
the safe is there—and a cellar room. It’s a sort of game room. I haven’t had 
a chance to be alone in either place.” 

“Certainly he wouldn’t leave you alone in his bedroom.” 

“That’s enough of that, Mr. Mundy.” 

“Could you go to the cellar room now?” 

“With him this close?” 

“One must take chances, my dear.” 

“But it’s too close. He might catch me. He’d wonder what I was up to.” 

“Maybe you’re right. It’Il have to be after I leave. Get there, no matter 
what.” Al felt suddenly helpless; other people’s potentialities were always 
suspect in a business he knew so well. “You know how to spot a safe?” 

“Yes, darling.” 

“It’s not in the hall or this room,” Al said. “I’d have seen it.” 

“Even if it’s hidden?” 

“Especially if it’s hidden, sweets. You can’t hide something without 
disturbing something else. That’s the tip. Rearrangement.” He paused. “I 
don’t like the looks of that fellow who appeared at the door. You seen him 
around before?” 

She shook her pretty head. “No. Who could he be? Why did Gunter lie 
about somebody coming? We saw the car. It was a Mercedes.” 

“He’s covering. Just so he suspects nothing of you—or me. 

“Al, what are you going to do about those dogs? Will you try to break 
into the house?” 


“Certainly,” he said. He patted her cheek. “And don’t worry about those 
dogs.” 

“They’re frightful! What will you do?” 

Al grinned. “TIl take care of them. Say,” he said, “I like that pretty little 
mole beside your mouth. It adds a certain touch.” 

“Oh. You like? My mother had one in the same spot.” 

“Was your mother as cute as you?” 

“Hush, now. Al, I’m fearful of this place. It’s so large, like Gunter.” She 
gave a quick smile. “Isn’t he marvelous? And Al, I hate to say this, but 
there might be more to this place than the eyes see. But I couldn’t find 
doors. I just have a feeling—that it’s larger, that there is more to it. 

“Dammit, you’ve got to find that safe, Christine. Noah will be stark 
raving. If there’s a meeting now, if he gets rid of that film negative, we’re 
sunk.” 

“They must be very important.” 

“You don’t know the half of—” 

He cut off sharply. Gunter Kronig had appeared in the far doorway, and 
now he started across the room. Al abruptly took Christine in his arms and 
kissed her on the mouth. He had meant it to be a quick peck, just for 
Kronig’s view, but her warm mouth, her sudden sinking in his arms, 
surprised him. For an instant, he tangled with emotion, one hand gripping 
the girl’s slim, pliant waist, the other tangled in her thick hair. 

He broke away. “Well, Liebling, as Gunter would say, you’re quite 
something today.” He made believe he was startled to see Kronig. “Oh, 
Herr Kronig—you’ve returned?” 

Kronig mused monstrously, his red lips pursing. “Goodbye, Mr. 
Thomas.” 

“So long, friend.” 

“But Nicky...” Christine said. 

He chucked her under the chin. “You just behave. I’m trusting you for 
the afternoon, remember.” He hoped she got the idea. She must locate that 
safe. From the way things looked, nothing would be easy. 

Least of ail killing Gunter Kronig. 

Al turned briskly and started from the house. He knew, from brief but 
alert examination, that he could make entry easily enough. There was some 
satisfaction in that. But he was worried. How close was Kronig to selling 
the negative? And there were the Dobermans to consider. They were a 
treacherous breed, if trained in the wrong manner. 

He rapidly crossed the hall, eyes checking everything. He opened the 
large gold doors, glanced at the locks. As he had thought, twin buttons for 
the night latch. He quickly checked, pressed the lower button. The door 
would open from the outside, if it slipped Kronig’s mind, if he weren’t in 
the habit of securing the door. Nothing like making things easier for the 
workingman. 


He closed the doors. 

It was snowing harder now. There was no sign of Noah. Al pulled his 
coat tight at the throat and strolled out across the drive. He didn’t think 
Kronig would allow the dogs out just now. Out in the driveway, he turned 
and looked up at the house. It was impressive. It was cold. It was 
commanding. Yes, “fortress” was the word. Kronig must feel himself quite 
secure. 

He glanced at the slitted windows. They were larger than he had at first 
supposed. And there were no bars. Al did not like bars. His aversion was 
strong. They were difficult to get through from the outside and next to 
impossible from the inside. Bars made him feel grim. 

Where was Noah? He’d said twenty minutes. Time was surely up. 

He paced the drive in the falling snow. He had made it as easy as he 
could for Christine, and he had met Kronig. The meeting had not been 
pleasant. He refused to consider the principal element of his disgust, and he 
was not resigned. Killing Kronig. He detested the thought. Damn the SIA. 
Damn them one and all. 

They had purchased his freedom with his own promise that he meet 
with their demands. He had accomplished a great deal for them. He 
received small thanks. Time and again he had come near losing his life. 
The only good thing about it, it did help him to keep his hand in at his 
trade. 

What could he do? He had often thought of running for it, making a 
break. It wasn’t real freedom. And he longed for that, the immense pleasure 
of very personal peregrinations. But he was watched day and night. His 
every move was monitored. 

Do they suspect I might be untrue? he thought with a wry grin. 

The gate was open. He heard the car before he saw it. It was Noah, 
circling in the drive. The black sedan came to a halt. 

Al made a motion with his hand. 

Noah sat there, staring at him. 

“You simply must get out, Fred. I’m waiting.” 

“Damn you,” Noah hissed. “Get in.” 

“Sorry. A chauffeur’s job, all that sort of thing. Wouldn’t look right.” 

Noah opened his door with tightened lips, got out, opened the rear door, 
and stood aside as Al entered the car. He slammed the door viciously, 
slipped back under the wheel. ““Where’s Christine?” 

“T left her with Mr. Elephantiasis. She has a job, remember? One more 
room to cover. She thinks, anyway. If the safe’s not there, Pll just have to 
work blind, as usual.” He leaned against the front seat as Noah started the 
car and drove smoothly from the drive out onto the Corniche road. “I don’t 
like the looks of it, Noah, baby. Saw a guy, and he sure doesn’t seem 
friendly. Big square headed chap. Real Boche type. Young. Know what he 
reminds me of?” 


“What?” 

“A guard of some kind. Is that supposing too much?” 

“Ah, God,” Noah said bleakly. “What’d Kronig say about the car we 
noticed?” 

“He lied. Denied it. Said nobody had come to the house. He had no 
visitors. We were mistaken. And...there wasn’t a hint that he might be tied 
in with damaging the helicopter. But he’s a smoothie. Eats chocolate 
creams. Wheezes like an octogenerian. Dreamy spot, this.” 

“The whole thing’s working up into a suspenseful situation,” Noah said. 
“I don’t like it. I don’t like suspense, Al. I like things to run smoothly, 
according to plan.” 

“Does it ever, Fred baby?” 

“What about those dogs? They looked as if they’d take your arm off.” 

“You want to foul me up with worry?” Al asked. “Those dogs are my 
business. How many times I have to tell you, my business is my business? 
You let me handle things, everything’ll be okay.” 

But he was worried about the dogs. 

Noah was silent as they drove along. 

“Al?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Have you thought about what else you have to do?” 

Al bit his Hp. 

“Have you, Al?” 

Al’s voice was gentle. “That’s my worry too, Noah.” 
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Noah’s nerves were frazzled, and Al recognized the obvious. He had 
witnessed it before. Sometimes he thought Noah was like an old woman, 
the way he worried. 

“Straighten up, old buddy,’ Al said. “Have a drink Calm down. 
Everything’ Il be fun. Don’t worry.” 

“You can say that, the way things are?” 

“T used to know a guy, worked with him when I was learning about 
safes, stuff like that. Long ago. Dear, dead, dark past, all that. Anyway, 
we'd be working, at night, maybe, police would be alerted, they’d come, 
everything tight, wild. Know what he’d say, every time?” 

“No, Al. I couldn’t guess.” 

They were at Al’s momentary home. Noah paced the living room, 
continually massaging his high forehead. 

“He’d say...Noah, you aren’t listening.” 

“Pm listening.” 

“He’d say, ‘Don’t worry!’ Yeah. Right on the verge of collapse. He’d 
say it lazily, as if there were all the time in the world. Still recall his accent. 
Italian. I used to call him ‘Spaghettihead.’ Know why?” 

Noah shouted. “For God’s sake, Al! Come off it!” 

“All right. Just making fun, Noah baby.” 

“Can’t you be serious?” 

“Of course. I am serious. I just don’t like looking on the dark side. 
Noah, I have everything worked out. You think I don’t plan too? I do. I 
know exactly what I’m going to do—f that girl ever returns with the good 
news.” 

“That’s what’s troubling me,” Noah said, exasperated. “If you were 
sitting on a time bomb, tied to it, you’d still try to make those stupid jokes.” 

Al sighed. “No sense of equilibrium, that’s what’s the matter with you.” 

Noah turned wildly on him. 

“Okay, okay,” Al said. “Anyway, I have a feeling tonight’s the night. 
Something to take care of. How’s the larder?” 

“That’s true,” Noah said. “We haven’t eaten. Ask the girl to make some 
sandwiches.” 

Al snapped his fingers. “Paulette. That’s right. I haven’t met her. But I 
wasn’t thinking about eating.” 

“Then what...?” 

“Never mind. Keep your precious brain untroubled.” 

Al started toward the rear of the house. He entered the large, glistening 
kitchen. 

A girl with large green eyes leaped to her feet from a chair beside a 
black topped table. She stood at alert attention, her mouth an O. 

“Paulette?” 


“Oui, monsieur.” 

“Tm Al Mundy.” 

“Ah! Vraiment?” 

“Yes, really. Don’t you speak English?” 

“Peu, monsieur.” 

“Well, a little’s better than none at all.” 

“Oh! la.” 

“You’re a pretty little thing too.” 

“Très juste.” She mouthed the words with a pout. 

“You think so too?” 

“Oui.” 

Al grinned. She was something of a dish, dressed in a short black 
maid’s costume, with a tiny white frilled apron, a tinier black-and-white 
cap. She had burnished blonde hair that fell to her shoulders in long, 
looping strands that glistened in the overhead lighting. She wore high 
heeled pumps, and her legs were lovely. Big breasted, pencil waisted, she 
stared owlishly at Al. Her face was piquant, very French, and the eyes 
snapped. 

“Enfin, Al said wearily. “There aren’t many of you left, Paulette. Worse 
luck.” 

“Tiens. I grasp some English. You make a joke?” 

“Ça alors. Marvelous, Paulette.” 

She smiled. “Vous exagérez, monsieur.” 

‘T'm not going too far. But anyway, Paulette-you have any hamburger 
in the fridge?” 

“Humberger?” 

“Chopped meat.” 

“Ah, meat. Oui. Plenty meat. You have honger?” 

“No, I don’t have honger. Well, a touch, maybe. Noah says you should 
prepare some sandwiches. Okay?” 

“Sandwiches? But the lobstair. I am fix ze lobstair.” 

“Just sandwiches, darling. And...first, the chopped meat.” 

“Ah, oui.” She moved quickly to the refrigerator, flirting an interesting 
rear view, and opened the door. At the same instant, Christine Diplo hurried 
into the kitchen. Her eyes were bright, her face flushed, which only made 
her that much more beautiful. The thick black hair was radiant. 

“What’s up?” Al asked. 

She was excited. “Come.” 

“Tell me.” 

She glanced at Paulette, who was still at the refrigerator. 

“Tve found it,” she whispered. “It was in the cellar room. The game 
room.” 

“How’d you break away?” 

“I didn’t have to. Gunter acted strange. Said he had a headache, kept 


complaining. He wanted me to leave. I think something came up, Al. But I 
found it.” She paused. “It’s behind a nude.” 

“A nude?” 

“A painting, cabbage. The only painting in the room. Back of the bar. It 
looks awfully secure.” 

“How’d you locate it?” 

“[’m trained in this sort of thing. I hate to deflate your balloon, Mr. 
Mundy, but I’m an expert.” 

“You're not deflating my balloon.” He experienced a curious 
excitement, a sensation that always accompanied the knowledge that he 
was ready for work. He was immediately anxious to get going. An urgency 
took hold. 

“You see anybody else there?” 

She shook her head. “But I’m sure he’s not alone. And I don’t mean 
that gorilla who was by the door.” 

Noah appeared in the kitchen, eyes questioning. 

Christine nodded, smiling at him. 

“Paulette?” Al asked quickly. “That meat?” 

“Ah, oui.” She turned, holding a package of red meat “She is freezed.” 

“That’s okay.” He took the meat, began searching drawers, glanced 
over the range. A meat cleaver hung gleaming. He took it down, laid the 
meat on the table, lifted the cleaver. 

“What in God’s name are you doing?” Noah asked. 

“My business,” Al said. “Let Christine tell you the news.” He swung 
the blade, cut the package in half. Hefted it, then patted Paulette on the 
behind. “Thanks, doll.” 

Paulette said, “Passe-passe! Naughty 

Al had already left the room. He hurried to his room at the rear of the 
house, opened his valise, withdrew a dull black leather pouch, unzipped it. 
He checked inside, brought up a small bottle and sat on the edge of the 
broad bed. He tore the paper off the meat, uncapped the bottle, trickled a 
red liquid onto the meat. It soaked in. Noah and Christine entered. 

“She told me,” Noah said. “But you wont be able to move before dark.” 
Noah was anxious. He dry washed his hands. “Dammit, if you could only 
go now!” 

“What are you doing?” Christine asked. 

“Preserving my life and making my chances,” Al told her. “It’s got a 
beard.” He rewrapped the meat, strode across the room, set the package on 
a radiator. There was a new eagerness in him now. His eyes glistened. 

“It’s only four,” Noah said, checking his watch. 

“Soon, soon, old thing,” Al said. “Let’s get Paulette on those 
sandwiches. I need sustenance.” 

They returned to the living room, stopping off in the kitchen to check 
with Paulette. Noah hurried her along. 
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In the living room, Christine said soberly, “I think I had better go. To 
my hotel. In case he calls or something. It might not be good to anger him 
more.” 

Al ht a cigarette, stared at her. 

“Perhaps you’re right,” Noah said. “Let’s not screw this up now.” 

She crossed to Al, touched his wrist. “Good luck, Mr. Mundy.” 

“Thanks.” 

She leaned and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, turned and left the 
room. Al heard her open the front door and leave. A car started, the sound 
passed away. 

“Suppose you can’t open the safe,” Noah said. 

“I can open a small wall safe by ear, worry wart. You know that. 
Anyway, I can always blast the mucker.” 

Noah dry washed his hands again. He paced back and forth. Paulette 
entered with a tray of sandwiches, set them down, twitched off, returned 
once again with coffee. 

They ate. Al kept checking his watch. It didn’t help. He went to his 
bedroom again, looked through the leather pouch. He changed his clothes, 
put on thick black nylon trousers and a many pocketed nylon jacket, also 
black. It was growing darker outside already, the windows revealing a 
folding dusk. He tapped his head lightly. Had he forgotten anything? 

Noah appeared in the doorway. He carried something “Al, I want you to 
take one of these. They’re especially for this occasion. Here. It’s a 
transceiver. Radius, twenty miles. You’ ll be able to reach me any time. Just 
press this button, then lift the antenna, press this red button and talk. It 
sounds a mild buzzer. If I want you, I'll do the same. Here, see?” 

He handed Al one of the two small black radios. He held the other, 
pressed the button. Al’s hummed in his hand. 

“Very ingenious. But no thanks, Noah.” 

“Sorry,” Noah said. “I insist. If you get in a jam, I can come. Orders.” 

Al frowned. He did not want to be encumbered with the transceiver. He 
knew Noah meant what he said. He sighed, slipped it into an inside pocket 
of the nylon jacket. “Okay, master.” 

“TIl have this with me all the time you’re gone,” Noah said. “You think 
you can do it?” 

Al blinked at Noah. 

“Al?” 

“Yeah?” 

“How are you going to do the other thing?” 

Al tightened his lips. 

“You have a gun?” 

Al shook his head. “No rods. They make trouble.” 

“But in a case like this...” Noah was urgent. 

“Sorry, chum. PI do my job. Don’t worry.” 


Noah looked at him. He wasn’t satisfied, but Al knew he would say 
nothing further. It was a sensitive subject. 

They started for the living room. Al whirled. “The meat!” 

He hurried back to the bedroom, plucked the package of meat from the 
radiator. It was dripping. He checked in his pouch again, brought out some 
oilcloth, wrapped the meat, dropped it into the pouch. Bringing the pouch, 
he returned to the living room. 

Noah and he stared at each other. Al moved quickly to the bar at the far 
side of the room, found a bottle of Cognac, poured. He drank it off, eyed 
Noah again. 

“You'll have to wait till at least midnight,” Noah said. 

“Nothing doing. I’m leaving in a few minutes. Time won’t change a 
thing, after dark. Kronig will be occupied.” 

“But it'll be dangerous.” 

“If I know these Europeans, Noah, they’ll do plenty of talking, arguing, 
before any exchange. Kronig will probably bargain hard. He looks the type. 
And we don’t even know for sure if that car brought the Russians. I’m only 
outlining what might happen. So I’m going early. It’s a big house. I can get 
lost in that place.” 

“How’ ll you get in?” 

Al waved a finger, poured another Cognac. 

“That’s right,” Noah said. “Get drunk.” 

Al tossed off his second drink, then Ht another cigarette. 

Noah said, “What’s that bag you’re carrying?” 

“My pouch. You know how important my pouch is.” 

Noah rubbed his forehead. 

“Tm leaving,” Al said. “Can’t stand the waiting.” 

“Should I drive you?” 

“By all means. You drop me off near Kronig’s joint, and get back here 
the best I can.” 

“T could wait?” 

Al laughed. “Nothing doing, private.” 

“You’ve demoted me.” 

“My army is alert to propensity, Noah.” 

Five minutes later, they were speeding down the Corniche road in the 
Cadillac. It had started snowing again. The night was cold, the town 
passing down the cliffside, like a diorama, gleaming, white. The snow fell 
soft and powdery again. There was a light, brisk wind. 

They neared Kronig’s mountainside retreat. Lineaments of wall and 
buildings were fuzzily revealed. 

“Stop,” Al said. “Let me out.” 

Noah stopped the car, turned to Al. “Remember.” he said soberly, 
“somebody knows you’re in Switzerland. Somebody wants you dead.” 

“Don’t be so cheerful.” 


“Just don’t let me down,” Noah said. “Your country depends on you 
tonight, Al.” 

Al’s face was expressionless. “I know it, Noah. Keep the fires warm.” 
He opened the door, flagged his hand, and stepped outside. He closed the 
door. “Now, go.” 

The car drove away. 

Al turned toward the drive that led to the chest high walls of Kronig’s 
estate. He moved swiftly through the lightly falling snow, warm and eager 
under the black nylon. 

There was something foreboding about Kronig’s home. It seemed 
overquiet. The snow fell soundlessly. 

Al hurried down the drive, a dark, silent figure. 

He neared the wall. A tightness crept into him now, and he moved more 
slowly. He approached the area by the iron gates, then slid to the right, over 
by the first section of wall. 

Reaching up, he grasped the edge of the wall and immediately lifted 
himself onto the top with a strong, even movement. Perched there, he 
surveyed the scene. 

He had barely begun checking the dull saffron of light showing at some 
of the downstairs windows, when he saw the running shadow. 

He sighed. 

It was one of the Dobermans. It ran like a streak, in absolute silence, 
directly toward the section of wall where he crouched. 
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The sleek Doberman, muscle and teeth, leaped snarling at the wall. Al 
was already probing in his pouch, which hung on his left shoulder. Again 
the dog leaped. It did not bark, but its vicious strength was revealed in 
every movement. Al began talking in an ordinary voice, monotonously, 
almost crooning to the dog. This had to work. 

He remembered other times like this. He carried a knife. He did not 
want to use it. Once he had killed a dog, a German shepherd. He had 
regretted it ever since, the memory a dull pain. If he could possibly avoid it, 
he would never do that again. 

“Here, boy. Yes, that’s a boy. Down, now. You know me, boy—don’t 
you?” Steadily, he talked, and then he held out a little of the meat. “Here, 
boy—take it!” 

The dog hesitated. Then it leaped again, this time almost gained the top 
of the wall. Its teeth gleamed whitely, bared in a savage snarl. 

“The hell with it,” Al said softly. He tossed the meat where the dog was 
crouching, sent up a small prayer. The big Doberman hesitated again. 

“Go ahead,” Al said. “Eat, you fool.” 

The dog hunched, snarling. Snow dusted on the scene. Al glanced 
toward the house. All was still quiet. How about the other two dogs? There 
was no sign of them. Maybe they took turns guarding the place. 

The dog sniffed the meat. 

“Sure, boy. Take it, take it—you’ ll love it.” 

The dog snarled again; then, quickly, it gulped the meat. It leaped again 
at the wall, then sat, head cocked. Its tail carved a niche in the snow, 
whipping an arc. 

“Now, you good boy,” Al said. “Just wait a sec.” 

The dog whimpered faintly. 

Al waited. The dog rose, began walking around in circles. Abruptly, it 
staggered. It turned, lurched and fell in a heap on its side. Again it 
whimpered, lying there. Its tail wagged. Then it was still. 

Al watched the dog for a moment. He had administered a strong, lasting 
sedative. The animal would not return to consciousness for nearly twenty- 
four hours. 

He thought of the other two dogs Christine had mentioned. Where were 
they? Lying in wait somewhere, back in the shadows? All he could hope 
was that they were used in some sort of rotation, two kept inside, one to 
patrol the grounds. But he recalled two had been out when he’d been here 
before—or had he seen all three? 

He came down off the wall onto the snow, moved rapidly over to the 
drive, and ran toward the left corner of the main building. It was snowing 
slightly more heavily now but still the fine powder. It was quite cold. The 
air burned in his lungs. He glanced at the house. One upstairs window 


revealed soft yellow light behind drawn, thin white curtains. Several 
downstairs windows showed saffron light. 

He knew this was taking a chance, coming to Kronig’s this early in the 
evening. He believed it imperative. If he was going to get to that safe, now 
was the time. 

He hurried to the corner of the house, looked toward the rear, along the 
broad drive, which was lightly covered with snow now. He saw a wide 
garage, a dim light burning inside one of the open doors. He saw what 
looked like the gleaming black back of a Mercedes in the garage. Was 
someone out there with the cars? He could not tell. 

He thought momentarily of Noah, waiting, probably biting his nails, 
and a thin grin touched his lips. Hoisting the pouch more securely on his 
left shoulder, he turned sharply and abruptly ran full tilt into a man. 

He’d heard nothing. 

The man was suddenly there, dressed in coarse wool, a breath gusting, 
medium sized fellow, with a gun in his right hand. 

“Halt!” the man said. 

Al didn’t hesitate. The man had obviously sneaked up on him while he 
was looking at the garages. 

Al swung at a leathery face. At the same instant, he grabbed savagely 
for the gun. The blow caught and told. The guard staggered back, mouth 
open, making throaty sounds. Al was on him like a cat, swarming. He 
kicked at the gun hand this time. The gun spiraled into the snow. He knew 
he had to take care of this threat now, for good. He did not think. He 
worked, fiercely, desperately. He hooked his foot around the other’s legs, 
butted him brutally. The man gasped and sat down hard in the snow. 

If there was any sound, it might bring someone from the house, alert the 
whole place. It could blow the job. Al knew this as he kicked the man in 
the throat, cutting off what might have been a shout. He dived on the fellow 
then, just as the man was obviously trying to call out. 

Al’s fingers grasped a corded neck. He squeezed, kneeling on the man’s 
chest, using all his effort. The man bucked beneath him, and strong fingers 
sought out Al’s arms, digging. 

Al breathed harshly above the grimacing face, squeezing with all his 
might. He was riding a bronc. The man was strong, using all his effort to 
free himself. But Al clung. He worked more pressure into his fingers, 
slammed the man’s head against the ground, slammed it again and again. 

Abruptly the guard went limp. He was out. 

Al released his fingers, breathing rawly. He stood up. His pouch had 
come off his shoulder during the brief fight. He picked it up, quickly 
clawed it open, brought out a length of nylon cord. He knelt beside the 
guard, tied him, hand and foot. He then gagged the man with a wad of 
cloth, snapped a leather belt around his jaws to hold the gag secure. 

Grasping the man’s shoulders, he hauled him across a patch of snow to 


the side of the house, behind some leafless but thick shrubbery. He stuffed 
the guard back there, stepped out. The body could not be seen. He knew the 
man wasn’t dead, but when he came out of it, he wouldn’t get loose in a 
hurry, either. 

Still breathing heavily, he picked up his pouch, hung it over his 
shoulder and immediately ran across the snow to the front entrance. 

Damn! Something always had to happen. He knew he should work fast 
now. The man might be supposed to report somewhere soon. If he didn’t 
show, they might search the grounds. If they found him, they would know 
somebody was on the premises. 

But he believed in taking chances, too. Nobody got anywhere if they 
didn’t. He had been quite lucky so far. 

He tightened his lips, tried the knob on the big gold doors, turned it. 
The door opened. Everything was pie. Now, if he just didn’t run into 
Kronig... 

He opened the door farther, peered through. No sign of anyone. The 
hall lay before him, Lighted softly with pink. A gust of warm air breathed 
out upon him. 

He slipped inside, closed the door, ran for the left wall and hurried 
toward the rear of the house. 

No sign of anybody. The house seemed silent, almost deserted. It 
wasn’t deserted, he felt sure. There was something about an empty home, 
no matter how large, that told its own story. 

He glanced toward the broad, winding, gleaming stairway, hurried past 
an archway, looked into the room and saw a man standing with his back 
turned. He recognized him as the burly, square faced young man he’d seen 
before, wearing brown woolen shirt and pants. He just stood there, staring 
across a long, dimly lighted room. 

Al ran silently for a hallway entrance under the staircase. He had to find 
the cellar room. The hallway was shadowed, dark, with only a creeping line 
of light along a baseboard. It looked bare, like a hospital corridor. 

It led straight toward the back of the house. 

The walls were white. Al passed two doors, which were closed. He 
hurried on, came to an intersecting hall, turned right, then saw another 
corridor leading still farther back. He felt slightly incredulous. How large 
was this house? It seemed to stretch back into the base of the mountain, the 
rock itself. 

He started down the long hall. More doors. He tried one. It revealed an 
empty room with a bed, a bureau and two chairs, dimly seen by a 
baseboard night light. 

He started down the corridor again. Where the devil was the cellar 
entrance? 

His knuckles smarted. He had skinned them on that man’s jaw, and one 
finger was slightly painful. 


He was upon the entrance before he realized it. A broad archway, with 
stairs leading downward. He stood there, listening. Nothing. A light 
showed down there, a pinkish path on the carpeted floor, coming from the 
right. He rushed down the stairs. At the foot, there was bare wall to the left. 
The corridor led to the right, on a diagonal with the rest of the house. This 
was surprising. 

He turned into the corridor, moving rapidly, his feet entirely silent. It 
had taken him long hours of practice in the past to walk heel and toe, 
silently, every step a test, but the habit was set now. 

The corridor was dim. 

He halted. He’d heard talking. He moved swiftly toward a rectangle of 
light, a wide doorway. He moved straight to the doorway itself. 

He saw Kronig’s back, still clothed in the maroon suit, the gold twisted 
threads glowing. The man looked even larger than he’d recalled. 

This was the game room. 

Al stretched flat against the wall. 

“Later,” Kronig said. “I will not be rushed.” 

A man grunted. 

“You seem to think you can purchase anything with a bare nod,” 
Kronig said. “We will discuss, or nothing.” 

No answer. 

Al peered around the door jamb. Kronig was turning. Al whirled back 
into the corridor, moving as fast as he could, running. He saw no doors. He 
heard the heavy footsteps of Kronig. He rushed to the stairs he’d come 
down, saw a small door, only chest high, beside the foot of the stairs. He’d 
missed seeing it before, because it was flush with the wall, painted the 
same pale color, indistinguishable in the dim light. There was no knob on 
the door. For an instant Al felt panic. The footfalls were approaching. He 
fingered the edge of the door, digging. 

It swung open. 

He dodged into blackness, yanked the door shut, containing his breath. 
He smelled furniture polish, dust, chemicals, bumped into something that 
fell off what he quickly knew was a back shelf. He reached desperately, 
fumbled and caught in his arms a large round can that was heavy. He stood 
that way, hunched over in the small, dark nook, holding the can, as Kronig 
passed by and started heavily up the stairs. 

He waited. He heard nothing else. He found the shelf, replaced the can 
—it might have been paint—then opened the door again. 

No sound. 

Outside, he started back down the corridor toward what he felt certain 
was the game room. But there might still be somebody there. 

He reached the broad doorway. A path of light showed on the bloodred 
carpet. He peered inside. 

The room was empty. 


He stood there, puzzled. He was certain only Kronig had come back 
down the hall, mounted the stairs. Where had the others, whoever they 
were, gone? 

He entered the game room swiftly, glanced around. 

The room was large. To the right, under a low ceiling and neon lights, 
was a large, green felted, mahogany edged pool table, with cues racked 
against the wall nearby. To the left was a bar, with eight stools. The bar was 
maple, with a zinc top. A bar light in the figure of a Russian bear blinked 
its head redly and moved one paw up and down. Chairs stood about, deep 
leather, comfortable. A dart game was against the near wall. The far wall 
was covered with a huge poster of a young man and a pretty girl on skis, 
traveling down a mountainside, showering snow. It was obviously attached 
to the wall with glue, no frame, and lacquered. It gleamed in the light. 

Al looked again at the bar, smiled to himself. 

The nude was there, all right. 

It was a beauty, too. An original, in oils, between twin racks of bottles 
on the backbar. The painting was of a girl standing naked on a swinging 
swing, blonde hair flowing. She smiled brightly. She held a small cask of 
grapes in one arm. 

Al moved quickly around the bar, knowing someone might enter the 
room at any time. He checked the painting, immediately saw it was hinged 
to the wall on the right side, swung it out. 

The safe gleamed against the wall. 

It was a small safe. He checked it and frowned, surprised. This was too 
much. It was a Trelachi-Complé. Nothing but a plaything. Made in Rome, 
they sold cheaply to persons who wanted to reveal their status by owning a 
safe, a wall safe. But they were nothing more than cookie cans. A 
professional needed only the ability to turn the black dial. 

For a moment he hesitated, still frowning. 

Perhaps Gunter Kronig was other than he supposed? 

He listened. There was no sound from anywhere. 

He stretched up, twirled the dial. As he’d suspected, there were clicks 
so harsh that he could detect the tumblers. He spun the dial lightly. It jerked 
to a stop. He tried the door. It was secure. 

Smiling faintly, he stepped up on a small stool behind the bar, leaned 
against the safe. Cold steel was against his cheek. He spun the dial. He was 
in his element, and he liked it. Excitement touched him, as always. 

He worked on the dial, moving it delicately now. Tumblers responded 
immediately. He tried a well-known Trelachi-Complé factory setting. An 
off chance. 

He pulled the handle. The safe opened, and Al grinned to himself. Pie. 

He stared into the safe. He saw a small, pearl handled Savage 
automatic, a woman’s gun. There was nothing else. The safe was empty. 

He sagged against the wall, experiencing the first touches of despair. 
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Al stared at the empty safe. The feeling of despair was overwhelming. 
Things had not run as smoothly as he’d hoped. He forced a grin, closed the 
safe door, flipped the hinged painting back against the wall. Again, he 
stood quietly behind the bar, wondering for a moment what his next move 
should be. 

Should he call Noah on the transceiver? He immediately decided 
against that. Noah would worry. He would be of no help. Al knew he had to 
use his own notions now. 

Kronig. The fat man was the answer. Was there another safe somewhere 
in this house? Christine had done her job, he could not blame her. He could 
blame no one. 

He managed to break into the house and open the safe, and it was 
empty. 

He felt lousy. 

Find Kronig, confront him, and force him to tell where he kept the film 
negative. Where was the fat man now? Something came into him then, 
standing there in the silence. If necessary he would beat the information out 
of him. 

None of it would be easy. He refused even to think that he was 
supposed to kill the man Everything inside him was set against killing. 
Noah be damned. It was easy for him to give out orders, but he didn’t have 
to follow through. Al Mundy did the dirty work. 

He tightened inside. He thought he’d heard a dog growl. He listened, 
tense, waiting. No further sound. 

Moments ago, when he had overheard Kronig speaking to someone in 
this room, it had seemed obvious that the negative was somewhere in the 
house. The SIA had verified that it was kept in a secret safe in his home. 

But where? 

Even the SIA could be wrong. 

He came around the end of the bar and left the game room. 

Find the fat man. 

Suddenly a flash of excitement touched him. Christine had said there 
were two rooms she hadn’t been able to search—the game room and 
Gunter Kronig’s bedroom. If she had checked the game room first and 
discovered that the safe was there, she might not have checked his bedroom 
at all. 

Bedrooms were natural places for personal safes. 

Al hurried down the hall, turned right to the stairway, and started 
swiftly up, taking them three at a time. Still there was no sound in the 
house. And there was no sign of the two other Dobermans. Where were 
they kept? 

He reached the top of the stairs, hesitated, then turned back down the 


corridor, moving toward the front of the house. There should be some back 
stairs, an elevator, something. Probably Gunter Kronig’s bedroom was 
upstairs. He saw no sign of the back stairs and made his way quickly to the 
front of the house again. He emerged under the staircase, through the 
alcove, hesitated again. 

Nothing. Nobody. 

Eagermess took over. It was a longshot, after discovering the safe in the 
game room. There might not be another, he knew. He had to take the 
chance. Everything depended on this coup. He knew Noah expected him to 
succeed, because he normally seemed to have luck on his side. Well, he 
knew it was often more than mere luck. It was careful scheming and 
knowledge. But this caper was a bit different. He had to trust other people’s 
knowledge. He did not like it, but there was no other way. 

He grabbed the corner of the wall by the alcove, thinking he’d heard 
something. He listened. Nothing. 

He ran then, light and fast, to the staircase and started up, running. It 
circled to the second floor, onto a broad hall, set with gold furniture, a 
couch, two chairs, a cocktail table. It was like a hub, with halls leading off 
as spokes. He cursed silently. This made it difficult Where was Kronig’s 
bedroom? 

He had to find it. 

He took the first hall to the left, raced down it, checking rooms. The 
doors were open. They looked like guest rooms, colorful, well furnished, 
with everything in place. He returned to the main landing, started down the 
second hall. 

He reached the end of the hall. A door was closed. He opened it, 
glanced in, and knew he had found the right place. It was an immense 
room, with a black iron fireplace against the left wall, facing the foot of a 
gigantic bed. The bed was rumpled, unmade. The furniture was heavy for 
comfort, all gold. The headboard of the bed was gold leather. There were a 
bookcase, a small refrigerator, extra shelves, a telephone. On a table, and 
on the nightstand beside the bed, were open boxes of chocolate creams. 
Candy wrappers were strewn on the floor. 

Folds of crimson drapes covered the windows. Several paintings, all 
abstract, hung on the fish green walls. It was a disturbing room. 

He worked fast, checking everywhere. Each painting. He looked at the 
walls, he even checked low to the floor, where sometimes people placed 
hidden safes. 

Nothing. He stood in the center of the room, feeling discouragement 
and a touch of outrage. Damn Kronig. Would he have to face the man, beat 
it out of him? 

Again he thought of killing Kronig. He thought of the knife he carried. 
He thought of sinking the blade into that elephant hide, probing for a vital 
spot. He did not like considering it. He couldn’t help the weird 


peregrinations of his mind. Again, mentally, he damned Noah Bain for 
getting him into this fix. 

He was staring at the headboard of the bed. 

He moved slowly to the bed, leaned on it, and stretched to the center of 
the headboard, where a small cupboard showed. He opened the small door. 
Two small brandy snifters sat on a shelf inside. He looked at them, at the 
cupboard itself. He suddenly knew there was a difference between the 
depth of the cupboard and the headboard’s thickness. He took out the two 
brandy snifters, set them atop the headboard, and reached into the 
cupboard. 

Apparently his finger connected with the proper switch, because the 
back of the cupboard flew open, flat against the side, and there was the 
safe. 

He did not stir and felt nothing. This was because one look told him it 
was a Krakow, an expensive job, and it would be a difficult proposition. 

There wasn’t enough light. He reached for a a goose neck lamp on the 
nightstand, drew it over to the cupboard, balanced it on a silken green 
pillow, switched it on. 

The front of the safe gleamed. 

He might have to blow the safe. 

He thought it over. He could do it, practically soundlessly. But 
practically wasn’t enough. What other way was there? Could he work a 
combination? 

He tried the dial. It worked smoothly. There were none of the flagrant 
clicks of the inexpensive safe in the game room. It was like running one’s 
finger through oil. Still, he knew that with time, he could open it this way, 
too. Only was there time? 

Speed. He had to do it in a hurry. 

Abruptly, panic touched him. Had he heard footsteps coming toward 
the room? He Listened tensely. Nothing. 

He decided to blow the safe. 

Quickly, he was into his pouch. He worked the plastic explosive 
between his fingers, forming it carefully. It would not take much. It was a 
small safe, a secure one, but it could be made to open, like anything else. 

He became eager, packing the explosive around the safe door, working 
it in. He was quick, efficient. In moments, he had the small battery powered 
control ready, the wires leading to the safe. He ran the wires across the bed 
to the foot. He lay down on the floor, knowing there was always the 
possibility of the unknown but not expecting it. 

He pressed a tiny red button. 

WHUMP! 

It was over. There wasn’t even much smoke, just a trace, the way Al 
Mundy accomplished his work. 

He leaped up on the bed, reached the safe. It was open, neatly. He 


yanked the door all the way open. It was torn. A clean job. 

Papers were in the safe. He felt excited then, drew them out swiftly, 
listening all the time. There was still no sound. He didn’t think the noise of 
the explosion had alerted anyone. 

The papers were personal. There were a will, some life insurance 
properties. There was a photograph of Gunter Kronig, smiling, in German 
uniform. He had been younger then. 

Al spotted a small box. He grabbed it, tore it open. Film negative. There 
was a single word scrawled on the box. BALLISTER 

He checked through the negative, working fast. It fell apart in his 
hands, in several lengths. He leaned on the bed, examining the negative in 
the light from the goose neck lamp. He checked through everything. He 
saw an open attache case, but whatever was inside could not be seen. The 
fingers of a hand were revealed in another shot, along with the side of the 
attache case. The photos had been taken hurriedly but expertly. They were 
extremely clear. He checked rapidly, feeling a contamination of regret in 
his chest and throat. He knew before he had examined all the negatives that 
somebody had cut the important parts from the roll. This was the right 
negative—he knew it. But everything pertaining to Ballister, the dossier 
and the documents on the Red Chinese and Russian programs of the SIA— 
they were all gone, cut from the negative. One shot revealed the top of a 
folded paper with the words: CLASSIFIED. TOP SECRET. REDWAR. SIA. The 
rest of the document was not in the photo. Somebody had taken everything 
of value. Who? Had Kronig cut them out? Were they somewhere else in 
this house? 

Had he already gone through with the sale? 

Al didn’t think this reasoning was right. He didn’t believe Kronig 
would cut the vital shots from the film. He would sell the film entire. 

He tossed the stuff back into the safe, closed the warped door as best he 
could, replaced the brandy snifters, and was about to close the cupboard, 
when he was brought erect, tense, at a sharp sound from somewhere 
nearby. 

Ph-h-h-thock! 

The hall. Where?... 

Ph-h-h-thock! 

Again. Running feet. He knew the sound. It was a silenced gun, a 
revolver, probably. He’d heard it before; it was familiar and impressive. 

Then, nothing at all. He came swiftly off the bed, leaped around the 
foot, and moved to the door. He peered into the hall. Nothing. 

He was already sick at heart. So far everything had gone awry. He knew 
Noah should be made aware of developments. Steps should be taken to 
avert whatever might happen. He though of Morgan Ballister, wherever the 
SIA agent was, thinking he was safe. It was an evil thought. 

But why the silenced gun shot? 


He came into the hall, started back toward the hub, the landing at the 
head of the stairs. A door in the hall, one he had passed before, was open. 
He remembered it as being closed. 

He glanced into the room. It was a yellow room, neat and orderly, with 
maple furniture, bed and table and chairs. Even the carpet was yellow. 

Al sucked a deep breath and entered the room, staring at the floor 
beside the bed. 

He couldn’t miss knowing what lay there on the yellow carpet, 
puddling the soft surface with gleaming crimson. 

It was Gunter Kronig. And Al needed no second look, even though 
Kronig lay on his face, to tell him the man was dead. The back of his head 
was a smashed cavity, the skull demolished. Blood had struck the 
bedspread, splashing violently. Blood trickled from the gaping wound. The 
man’s back was humped, one leg cramped under his enormous belly, as if 
he were trying to rise and run. The right arm was extended, and Al smiled 
grimly. Gunter Kronig’s right hand was smashed into a large box of 
chocolate creams on the floor, the fat fingers buried in the candy; oozing 
cream and chocolate crept up around the knuckles. 

For an instant, Al Mundy was ashamed of himself for experiencing a 
fleeting brush of relief. He knew that now he would not have to kill Kronig. 

The relief was very brief. It was supplanted by reasoning panic. Kronig 
would be the only man who knew where the negative was. And he was 
dead. 

It was a flaming mess. 

He turned back into the hall, reached the door jamb, stopped. Footsteps. 
He leaned around the jamb and saw two men advancing down the hall. One 
glimpsed him and shouted, and they both began to run. 

Al turned headlong for the yellow draped windows. He tore the drapes 
aside, reached for the window latch on the tall cavity. It would be a narrow 
squeeze. The window swung open just as the two men raced into the room. 

“Halt!” one shouted. He pulled a gun. 

Al did not wait. He went through the narrow window in a dive, 
somersaulting through the cold air, hoping he would land on his feet. He 
did. He landed in drifted snow that was chest deep. He thrashed around, 
trying to free himself, realizing that whoever was up there might fire down 
upon him. He had struck hard. The two story drop to deep snow had 
shocked his knees, made them weak. He was blinded with snow. He 
struggled, fighting with the drift, broke free and, still half-blind, started 
running. 

Then he saw blurred figures. 

His vision cleared. Two heavy shouldered men in thick greatcoats stood 
directly in his path. One held a rifle, pointed straight at his chest. 

“Aushalten!” It was guttural German. 

“Just stand there.” 


The other said, “You move, we kill.” 

Al hesitated, gasping for breath. He blinked, trying further to clear his 
eyes. 

The two men advanced heavily. The rifle was steady, and Al could tell 
by the dull expression on the man’s face that he would kill quickly. 


IX 


The man held the rifle rock steady, his face round and sober in the dim 
saffron light from a window. The other man took a step and reached for 
Al’s arm. Al, thinking fast, took a side step, tripped himself, and sprawled 
to the ground. 

“Here!” the man said. “Get up.” 

It was a momentary ruse. As he fell, he clawed inside his black nylon 
jacket, dragged out the transceiver, and rammed it into the snow, marking 
the spot with his eye. He hardly knew why he’d done it, thinking only that 
he was caught now, that he might have some future use for the radio and 
that if he kept it, they would find it and take it from him. 

He struggled to his feet, hoping they had not seen what he’d done. 
Apparently they had missed it. The one man grabbed his arm, yanking 
brutally. 

“Wer sind sie?” the man with the rifle said. 

“The hell with you,” Al said. 

Abruptly the man broke into a fury of Russian, none of which Al could 
understand, and rammed the rifle muzzle into Al’s side. 

“Move,” the other said. 

They walked along the side of the house toward the garages. Al already 
watched for any chance of escape. 

He had no idea where they were taking him. Kronig was dead, lying in 
that yellow room up there. He thought of his pouch, knew there was 
nothing he could do, that they would take it, discover everything in it. If 
he’d only been able to get rid of it... He hadn’t. 

“Here,” the man with the rifle said. He had small eyes, slitted at the 
corners, and a pug nose. He wore a khaki cap. 

They guided him toward a vestibule entrance at the side of the house, 
toward the rear. Ousting snow dusted them as they entered the sudden 
warmth. The shorter of the two men, the one without the rifle, shoved him 
down a hall. 

Al recognized the corridors at the rear of the house. They moved along 
silently, and he could hear their breathing. One said something to the other 
in Russian. The other replied curtly. They reached the stairs that led to the 
game room in the cellar. 

“Down,” one said. 

They went down the stairs, along the hall, and entered the game room. 
It was empty, the Russian bear on the bar still blinking its head, moving 
one paw monotonously. 

The shorter man moved to the corer of the bar, reached out and 
touched the underlip of the bar itself. Al tightened his lips. The huge poster 
with the picture of the young man and pretty girl skiing moved silently 
aside, sliding into a recess, revealing a broad, dimly lighted hallway 


beyond. 

The rifle jabbed him. 

He moved into the hall. All three paused on the other side, and the man 
touched a button on the wall. The entrance slid back into place, and it was 
nothing but wall. 

“Down there,” the man with the rifle said. 

They walked down the hall, turned right, and entered a brilliantly 
lighted room. Al knew that this section of the house was beneath the base 
of the mountain, carved from rock itself. There would be no way out, 
likely, except back through the wall into the game room. 

The room was small. A man sat at a narrow table, reading a magazine. 
He glanced up, narrow faced and somber eyed, and motioned them into 
another hall. They passed through and entered a long, broad room that was 
also bright with neon. 

“Ah, ha!” somebody said. 

Al saw what looked like barred cells at the end of the room; three of 
them. There were a desk, two couches, several comfortable chairs and two 
or three straight chairs. The floor was bare hardwood, glistening. Cabinets 
were against the right wall, bottles gleaming inside. 

The man who had spoken rose from behind the desk. He had a neatly 
trimmed, pointed black beard. He was sharp featured, with cool, steady 
black eyes, a hawk’s beak for a nose. His hair was cut short. He lifted his 
right arm, and chrome gleamed where his hand should be. It was a metal 
clamp. 

This was Nikoli Tuvarnof, the Russian MGB head. What the hell was 
he doing here? Noah hadn’t told him to expect anything like this. 
Apparently Tuvarnof was the committee come for the film negative. It 
could only be that. There was something malignant in those eyes. 

Tuvarnof ignored him for a brief moment, glanced at the other two 
men, and spouted a torrent of Russian. 

The man with the rifle answered thickly. 

Tuvarnof waved them away. One turned and went back the way he had 
come. The other, with the rifle, moved over to a chair and sat down. 

“Well. Mr. Al Mundy,” Tuvarnof said. “We meet. I have heard a great 
deal about you. You are some sort of phantom, yes?” Tuvarnof nodded, 
came briskly around the desk, and leaned against the front edge. He 
grabbed the clamp of his right hand in his left and held them at his belt, 
staring at Al. “So,” he said. “And do you know who I am?” 

“Yeah,” Al said. “I know.” 

“T am Nikoli Tuvarnof.” 

Al said nothing. 

Tuvarnof frowned. “So you murdered Gunter, didn’t you? Yes. We 
discovered that unhealthy body. Perhaps he is better off now.” Tuvarnof 
gave a short laugh, dry, tinged with sarcasm. “And now we ask little of 


you, Mr. Mundy. Very little.’ He paused, the light glistening in those 
dampish eyes which looked so cold. They seemed to be dead eyes, dead 
and black. Abruptly, Tuvarnof threw his head back and started laughing. It 
was diabolical laughter that echoed in the room, then as abruptly ceased. 
“We want that film, Mundy. You give it to us and well see what we shall 
see.” 

Al stared at the man but did not speak. 

“You give us the film. You answer a few questions.” Tuvarnof watched 
him, jet eyes moving lazily over his body. “What’s that you’re carrying? 
Give it to me.” 

Al did nothing. 

Tuvarnof stepped forward and shouted in Al’s face. “Hand me that 
bag!” 

The metal clamp rose, gleaming. 

Al stripped off the pouch, handed it to Tuvarnof. Tuvarnof grinned, his 
teeth very white, like paper, and moved behind his desk with the pouch. He 
sat down, unzipped the pouch, emptied the contents on the desk. 

“Ah. So,” he said, pleased. “And now...But where is the film?” 

Al said nothing. 

Tuvarnof poked at the things on the desk. “Plastic explosive. Where 
would you use that, Mr. Mundy? A detonator, with rig. Batteries. Sleeping 
pills, sodium Amytal. Why did you bring sleeping pills? Benzedrine. 
And”—he made a face—“chopped meat.” He shoved the meat aside on the 
desk. “Ah, yes. Chopped meat. The dogs.” He turned and barked an order 
in Russian at the man seated on the chair. 

The man rose quickly, stepped to a door, opened it. Al saw a broad 
closet, lighted with a green bulb. The two dogs, the sleek Dobermans, were 
chained inside. The man unfastened the chain and, holding it, brought the 
dogs into the room, leaping and snarling. They saw Al and seemed to go 
wild, standing on their hind feet, tearing at the chains. The man could 
barely hold them. 

Tuvarnof barked another order, motioned with his glistening clamp. 
The man fastened the chain to a ring in the wall on the opposite side of the 
room. The dogs snarled savagely, leaping yanking at the chains, trying to 
fight loose. 

“Pleasant pets, aren’t they?” Tuvarnof said. “Now, Mr. Mundy, perhaps 
you could tell us where the other one is.” 

Al said nothing. 

“Just, then,” Tuvarnof said. “The film, Mundy—the film. Hurry, please. 
The quicker the better.” 

“I have no film,” Al said. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

Tuvarnof’s eyes lidded. He sighed. “I hadn’t thought we would catch 
you,” he said. “I knew who it was that visited Gunter this afternoon. I saw 
you, in fact. I should have moved then. But...” He shook his head “I 


wanted to see what you would do. And you killed Gunter.” Again he tilted 
his head back, and again the room echoed with that savage, devilish 
laughter. 

The dogs leaped against the chains. One began to pace on the short 
leash, back and forth on the hardwood floor. 

“The safe was opened in Gunter’s room,” Tuvarnof said gently. 
“Important parts of film negative I must have were missing. It is extremely 
important to me, do you understand, Mr. Mundy?” 

“That’s a toughie,” Al said. 

Tuvarnof turned to the man with the rifle and nodded. He continued to 
sit behind the desk, the things from Al’s pouch piled before him. He 
blinked somberly. 

The man moved up quickly behind Al, lifted the rifle and brought it 
down, striking brutally at Al’s head. Al tried to dodge, but the steel barrel 
struck his arm. Again the rifle slammed against him, this time glancing off 
the side of his head. For an instant the room whirled. It had been a vicious 
blow. He staggered. 

“Enough!” Tuvarnof said. 

The man retreated, mouth working. 

“That’s a sample,” Tuvarnof said. “Just a sample.” 

Al tenderly felt his head. He glanced at his hand. Blood tinged his 
fingertips. He stared at the Russian. 

Heels racked against the floor from the other side of the room, and a 
short, swaggering young man entered. He had sleek pale blond hair, black 
eyebrows. He was stocky, but his face was thin, bony, his mouth a pale, 
narrow slit. There was something studious in his appearance. 

“Ah,” he said. 

Tuvarnof explained who Al was. “An agent for the SIA, Boris. What 
d’you think of that? And he killed Gunter. Poor, fat Gunter.” 

Boris rubbed his hands together, his yellow brown eyes sparkling. 
“Leave him to me. I do take it he hasn’t confessed?” 

Tuvarnof moved his head slowly from side to side. 

“Then I know exactly what to do,” Boris said. 

“You'll get your chance,” Tuvarnof said. “Just wait.” He turned to the 
things piled on the desk again. He poked through them. “Nylon rope,” he 
said. “Ah, yes. Junk, Mr. Mundy. You carry junk around. Ah, wait A 
hypodermic syringe.” He held up the small black box, the lid open, and 
eyed Boris. “What do you think of that, Boris?” He looked at Al. “We have 
something like this,” he said. “All for you, unless you tell us what we want 
to know.” 

“Interesting,” Al said. 

“You'll find it so,” Tuvarnof said. 

Al glanced at Boris. There was an eagerness in the man, a look of alert 
sickness in his eyes. He wore a pale gray double breasted suit, white shirt 


” 


and black tie. Watching Al, he took off the suit jacket now and tossed it 
over a chair. Again he rubbed his hands together with obviously suppressed 
emotion. 

“But perhaps you will tell us what we wish to know,” Tuvarnof said. 
“Eh?” 

Al stared. 

Tuvarnof suddenly cursed. “Tell him, Boris.” 

Boris said, “We have a new drug, Mr. Mundy. We’re still working on 
perfection, but we’ve tried it out. It works uniquely, superbly well. It 
induces fear, anxiety. Not just ordinary fear, mild anxiety. But an explosion 
of fright, multiplied several times. The victim of this drug enters such a 
world of dread that he wants to die. He screams for mercy. He will do 
anything. Because, you see, we have an antidote. The antidote works fast 
and eliminates the fear immediately it hits the bloodstream. But while 
under the drug, the victim is reduced to a weeping, frightened child. He is 
in hell.” 

Tuvarnof interrupted. “Perhaps we will try it on you, Mr. Mundy.” 


X 


Al looked at the man Boris and felt a slight queasiness. Boris’s eyes 
held a sick avidity, and his lips glistened damply. An overeager expression 
strained his face, his white hands trembling faintly as he explained the 
attributes of the drug. 

“It’s marvelous,” he went on, ignoring what Tuvarnof had said. “The 
most remarkable thing. We’ve worked very hard on it, I assure you.” His 
voice rose to a higher pitch now. “No man can stand it—possibly. And 
we’ve introduced a new element into the drug’s makeup. You will be the 
first to experience its effect.” 

Al glanced around at the dogs as the man’s voice droned on. The dogs 
still paced, muzzles wrinkled, eyes gleaming. The only good thing about it 
was that they were chained to the wall. 

“Can we try it now?” Boris said to Tuvarnof. 

“Just wait a little,” the MGB head said. 

Al looked at the guard with the rifle. He was slouching in the chair, the 
rifle across his knees. Al could see the piece now. It was an Avtomat 
Kalshnikov 7.62 Russian assault rifle, a deadly weapon in any man’s 
language. The AK could group into six inches at one hundred yards and 
held thirty rounds in its dull but gleaming magazine. 

“Quite a gun, that,” Tuvarnof said. 

Al stared at him. 

Tuvarnof rose from behind the desk. He wore a tight fitting black suit, 
black tie. There was the smell of the military about him. The clamp at the 
end of his right ami glinted as he rounded the desk and stood in front of Al 
Mundy. Then Tuvarnof lifted the clamp, and suddenly it shot out, rapped 
Al on the shoulder. There was something sick and deadly about the feel of 
it. 

“You going to answer some questions?” Tuvarnof said. 

Boris cut in. “Let me inject him, Nikoli!” 

“At home, when the winter snows have come, we must wait for the 
spring,” Tuvarnof said, his voice almost purring. “You shall wait for your 
time too, Boris.” 

“But—” 

Tuvarnof turned his head and gave the other a lazy look. Boris tinned 
and began pacing the room. He walked down close to the black bars of the 
three cells, then back. 

Tuvarnof cleared his throat “Where is the film, Mundy?” 

“T don’t know anything about any film,” Al said. He had no desire to be 
injected with the drug, whatever it was, whatever it might do. Perhaps it 
would be wise to spread a few snow drifts, or at least pretend complete 
ignorance regarding what Tuvarnof wanted. 

“Why do you say that?” Tuvarnof asked. 


“It’s true. Pll tell you. I may as well.” Al sighed, let his mouth corners 
droop. “I was on a mission, true. I had an assignment, but it had nothing to 
do with you. That’s why I can’t understand what you want with me. 

“What was this assignment?” 

“To kill Gunter Kronig.” 

“Ah.” Tuvarnof’s eyes were the coldest Al had ever seen, gleaming like 
flat black glass, like polished coal. But why, Mr. Mundy?” 

“He was in the way. He was in the way of a lot of people. He’d fouled 
us up on more than one occasion. I don’t ask too many questions, I just do 
my job. That’s what I was here for.” 

“So you did kill Gunter.” 

“What does it look like?” 

Tuvarnof nodded. Again he cleared his throat. Quickly, he lifted the 
hand with the clamp, using his left hand. The clamp opened and nipped into 
his breast pocket, withdrawing a handkerchief. He held the cloth to his nose 
with the clamp and blew. He had some difficulty in refolding the 
handkerchief but finally, and partially, succeeded. He tucked the cloth away 
again and smiled. 

“T'm rather adept, don’t you think?” 

“Yes. Of course.” 

“You he!” Tuvarnof shouted it. He stepped close to Al, shouting, saliva 
spraying from his lips. “You He! I am not adept. I am clumsy. Like a 
clumsy oaf with this hand. 

“Yes.” He shook the clamp in Al’s face. “It hasn’t always been this way. 
I lost this hand in a duel. With knives, Mundy—with knives.” He threw his 
head back, and the wild laughter echoed in the room, as before. Abruptly 
he was calm. He seemed more rigid, if anything. “You came for the film 
negative, too, didn’t you? Don’t lie to me. P1 know if you lie. We’ll get it 
out of you one way or the other. Don’t forget, Boris has his little pet needle, 
Mundy. You couldn’t stand that.” 

“There’s no need of any needle, Tuvarnof,” Al said. “I can tell you all 
you want to know right now. Believe me, I know nothing of any negative.” 

Tuvarnof’s smile was tight. “You do lie,” he said quietly. “I suppose I 
shouldn’t expect anything else.” 

Al acted quickly. He broke for the rifle lying across the guard’s knees, 
caught it by the barrel, swung it around, and was just bringing it level at 
Tuvarnof when there was a staccato roar. The floor splintered at his feet as 
slugs ripped into the wood. 

“Don’t kill him!” Tuvarnof shouted. 

The man from the other room, the one who had been reading a 
magazine when they came in, stood at the entrance of this room, machine 
rifle ready. 

“Boris!” 

Boris hurried toward Al, gently lifted the rifle from his hands. 


“Stupid swine!” Tuvarnof said to the guard who had leaped from the 
chair. He nodded to Boris. Boris handed the guard back the rifle. 

“You would kill, wouldn’t you?” Tuvarnof said to Al. 

Al shrugged. 

“Put him in cell number one,” he told the guard. 

“Sony, Mundy. We must do this.” He waited while the guard with the 
rifle approached Al. 

This was the first evil step. He could think of no way to avert what 
might take place. He hated the thought of being behind bars and not having 
the chance to break out. They would watch him every minute, he knew. He 
did not like the looks of Boris or the thought of this new anxiety inducing 
drug. Al possessed a strong aversion to all drugs except alcohol. Boris 
disturbed him. The man kept watching him with a controlled eagerness. 

“Come,” Boris said as the guard stepped close with the rifle. “Into the 
cell, Mundy.” 

Al glanced at Tuvarnof. Tuvarnof, watching him, shook his head and 
spread his hands, the clamp gleaming. 

The guard poked him with the rifle. 

Al pushed the rifle barrel away with a scowl. 

The guard looked mean. Al had made a fool of him, and he would get 
back in some way, or at least try. The guard prodded him toward the cell. 

Al sighed and went along with it. They crossed the room, and he 
entered the open barred door of the cell. The room was bare except for a 
steel cot, which was covered with a black blanket. The door was narrow, 
and it was the only opening in the yellow walled room. The moment he had 
entered, the guard slammed the door, and Al heard the lock grate. 

Boris stared in at him with those avid, animal-like eyes, the wet lips 
shining. 

“You are mine,” Boris said softly. “Do you hear me, Mundy? You are 
mine.” 

“Go soak your head.” 

“Just wait,” Boris said. 

He moved away then and walked over to where Tuvarnof still stood in 
front of the desk. Al turned and sat on the edge of the cot. By sitting far 
forward, he could see them out there in the room. The bright lights gleamed 
on their heads. The guard was over staring at the dogs. They struggled 
against their chains. 

Boris and Tuvarnof were conversing in low tones. 

The situation was unlovely, to say the least. Al thought of Noah, 
waiting for word from him, expecting he had certainly succeeded with 
everything. He always succeeded for Noah, didn’t he? He had never truly 
let him down. There had been some close ones, but he had always come 
through. 

Until now. 


This was the tightest niche he’d ever been jammed in. He’d been in 
some evil positions, but this was the worst. He didn’t like the looks of 
Boris, and he knew Nikoli Tuvarnof was a mental case. Everything pointed 
to it. The way he spoke, the way he acted. And this damned drug they kept 
harping about. What was it? Was it as bad as they outlined? 

Al doubted that a drug could induce such fear that it would break him 
down. He couldn’t help the doubt. He was young, in full vigor and in 
perfect physical condition, kept that way by careful diet and rigorous 
activity, even when he was not at work for the SIA. He prided himself on 
his condition. 

Yet there was no telling. 

For damned certain, he did not want to chance the drug, whatever it 
was. 

“Mundy?” 

Al looked up. Boris stood at the barred door, watching him, eyes 
shining. 

“Are you going to tell Nikoli what he wants to know?” 

Al thought fast. “I'll tell him all I can.” 

Tuvarnof’s head showed at the door. “Will you? Do you still deny that 
you knew anything about the film negative? You see, Mr. Mundy, we must 
have that negative. It’s imperative.” He sighed. “If you’ll just tell us where 
you’ve hidden it, that’s all we want to know.” 

“I haven’t hidden it. And I do deny knowing about it.” Al stood up, 
moved to the door. “You’ve simply got to believe that. I’m telling the 
truth.” 

“Who is in Davos with you?” 

“No one.” 

“The girl?” 

“A friend of Kronig’s.” 

“Who drove you here earlier today?” 

“My chauffeur. He wasn’t even employed by me. I hardly know him. 
His name’s Frederick Palmer. He was employed by an agency. I know 
nothing about him.” 

Tuvarnof seemed to think things over. He said, “You continue to He, 
Mundy. I’m afraid I shall have to turn you over to Boris.” 

Boris’s mouth was open, eyes sparkling as he looked at Tuvarnof. 

“Pm afraid we cannot waste time,” Tuvarnof said. “You will talk, 
Mundy, never fear about that.” 

“Can I begin?” Boris asked. 

“He’s all yours, Boris.” 

Tuvarnof looked once again at Al, slowly shook his head, turned and 
walked away. 

Boris stood by the cell a moment, then hurried back across the room. Al 
watched him open one of the cabinets behind the desk. The guard, who still 


stood over by the dogs, turned and watched Boris. Boris brought down a 
small glass vial, then reached into a beaker, selected a hypodermic syringe, 
attached a needle and, carrying the vial and the syringe, moved toward the 
cell. 

“Unlock,” he said to the guard. 

Tuvarnof was at the desk, seated, poking through the things from Al’s 
pouch. 

Boris entered the cell quickly as soon as the guard had unlocked the 
door. He and Al regarded each other. 

“Sit down,” Boris said. 

Al reached out, grabbed the vial from Boris’s hand, and threw it at the 
floor. It shattered, and a viscous liquid spread across the wood. 

Al’s voice was soft. “You’re not going to inject me with anything,” he 
said. “Get that through your head right now.” 

Boris turned, still faintly smiling, and motioned to the guard. 


XI 


Boris had an oracular look, tinged with repressed madness; there was 
something sage, omniscient in the way he stood there watching Al. But 
there was a cunningness in it all, his sick eyes crafty as he spoke. 

“Otto! I need some help.” 

Otto was obviously the guard’s name. 

“What’s happening, Boris?” Tuvarnof called from the desk. 

“The patient is lightly impressionable,” Boris said. “He refuses to allow 
me to administer.” 

“Gorgio!” Tuvarnof called. 

The somber eyed guard from the entrance room came up to Tuvarnof 
by the desk. 

“Go help Otto. Boris says our Mr. Mundy is recalcitrant. Take some 
rope. Boris,” he shouted. “Tie him up and work on him that way. We can 
untie him later.” 

There had been a moment’s hesitation in Boris. “Yes,” he said, his 
voice mellow. “He must be untied after. Otherwise he wouldn’t experience 
the full benefit of the drug.” 

Gorgio opened a cupboard in the cabinets behind Tuvarnof’s desk, 
withdrew a coil of rope. Otto was already at the cell door, eager eyed. He 
entered the cell, still carrying the rifle. Gorgio joined him. 

Al felt them closing in on him. He had an eerie sensation. He did not 
like the sick shine in Boris’s eyes. 

“Tie him up,” Boris said. “But don’t hurt him.” He turned to leave the 
cell. 

Al grabbed for the rifle. He wouldn’t give in without a fight, and if he 
could once make that entrance door, he still had a chance. Otto, his round 
face shining, twisted and yanked at the gun, trying to get it back. Al kicked 
him savagely in the shin, released one hand, and swung a tight fist at the 
man’s left jaw. It bounced off his shoulder. At the same instant, Gorgio 
stepped in fast, his narrow face intense, lips white at the edges. He grabbed 
the rifle, and Otto and he twisted and yanked and broke it from Al’s grip. 
Gorgio immediately leaped back with the rifle, dropped it outside the cell 
door. 

Boris stood at the wall by the door, holding the hypodermic needle, 
eyes glistening, watching. 

Otto flung himself on Al. Al met him quickly, head lowered, in a 
vicious butt to the midriff. Otto cursed volubly in German, and his beefy 
hands sought out Al’s throat as they sprawled back across the steel cot. 
Again Gorgio sprang in, grasping at Al’s arms, the rope still coiled about 
his wrist. Al fought furiously then, kicking and slugging from a half-prone 
position. Otto dropped his full weight on him, fingers circling his throat, 
biting into the flesh. 


“Hurry,” Boris said. He turned and left the cell. 

Gorgio gave Otto a shove, lifted both hands, fisted, and brought them 
down with all his might in a wicked blow to Al’s belly. Al groaned, and 
instantly Otto released one hand from his throat and clubbed the side of his 
face. 

It was a losing battle, Al knew. He couldn’t handle them both, caught 
on his back. He had lost his chance. He continued to try to fight them off, 
but suddenly Otto sprang up and sat on the side of his head, crushing one 
ear. His weight was enormous, and quickly Al felt rope being lashed about 
his wrists. Gorgio worked fast. He tied Al’s arms, then looped the rope 
about his ankles. Otto lifted himself with a grunt of satisfaction, and Gorgio 
whipped the rope between Al’s ankles and wrists, rolling him on his chest. 
He knotted it securely, then turned Al on his back on the cot. 

Otto sneered down at him. He had got back at him a little, anyway. Al 
blinked up at him, hoping he was satisfied. 

Tuvarnof’s voice reached him from the door of the cell. “You are a 
neophyte with these two,” he said. Al twisted his head, saw the black eyes 
watching him, saw the gleaming metal clamp. 

“Pve told you the truth,” Al said. “You wont get anything else out of 
me.” 

“That remains to be seen, Mundy.” 

“T never heard of any film negative.” 

Tuvarnof gave a snort of laughter and stepped aside. Boris moved past 
him and entered the cell again. He carried another rubber topped vial. 

“We have a plentiful supply,” he said, holding it up so Al could see it. 
He gave an evil little snicker. “We have everything arranged here. Gunter 
had it done for us. He didn’t know, but he was to be the first patient here.” 

Boris’s eyes went momentarily sad, then brightened again. “He is dead. 
Too bad. This is our trip house, you might say, Mr. Mundy.” He gave a little 
laugh. “You understand fully? That’s why this section of the house was 
built. Of course, we do without the accoutrements usually associated with 
LSD, for example. It’s not necessary with our drug.” The snicker, a touch 
more evil this time. “I will say, too, Mr. Mundy—the formula for LSD-25, 
with which you are doubtless familiar, is also utilized as a fundamental in 
our formula. Naturally, we have carried it further.” 

“Boris has his little ways,” Tuvarnof said from the doorway. “Gorgio, 
Otto, you can go now.” 

The two guards left the cell. Al was alone with Boris, Tuvarnof still 
stiff and rigid at the door, his eyes narrowed. 

Boris held the vial up, the hypodermic syringe in his other hand, the 
needle glinting. 

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Boris said to Al. “Clear as crystal It contains 
methedrine, too, which you Americans refer to as ‘crystal.’ It will surely 
add psychogenesis.” He snickered again. “Benzechlorotriamytriantedor 


acid is its shorter name. Isn’t it pretty? It’s injected into a lateral neck vein, 
just below the left ear.” He hesitated. “Slightly painful, I might add. But of 
course, you’ ll forget all about the pain.” He approached the cot. “You know 
nothing of pain—yet.” 

Al tried to wriggle on the cot, but it did no good. 

Boris’s eyes leered at him above the gleaming vial. 

“Well, good luck to you, Mundy,” Tuvarnof said. “I have things to do.” 
He retreated from the doorway of the cell. 

“We are alone,” Boris said. He giggled now. First it had been a smile, 
then a laugh, then a snicker; now it was a giggle. Both he and Tuvarnof 
were mad, Al knew. Which was worse, he couldn’t tell. “I always like to 
watch the first stages, as the drug takes effect.” 

“TIl bet. Listen, Boris—you don’t have to do this. Untie me. I won’t do 
a thing to you.” 

Boris grinned, inserted the hypodermic needle through the top of the 
vial, filled the syringe, withdrew the needle. He set the vial on the floor, 
held the needle up and squirted a spurt into the air. He seemed satisfied, 
studious now. His thin, bony face was alert, his pale mouth drawn tight. His 
eyes were an off shade of green, Al noticed, and they gave him a macabre 
appearance. 

“Turn your head,” Boris said, leaning forward. 

“The hell with you!” 

“You must turn your head,” Boris said softly, gently touching Al’s ear. 

Al writhed on the cot. 

“Very well,” Boris said. “Well do it anyway.” There was petulance in 
his tone. He reached out quickly with the needle, and Al felt it spear into 
the side of his neck, beneath the ear. He tried to twist away but saw from 
the corner of his eye that the hypo plunger had been shoved home. Success 
was in Boris’s eyes. 

“Yes, yes,” the man said excitedly. “We’ve done it.” 

Al lay there. 

“You feel anything?” 

“No. Go to hell.” 

“It works very slowly. You hardly realize what’s happening, Mundy.” 
Boris was beside himself with excitement now. He stood there, watching, 
peering down at Al with those green eyes, the pale lips parted. “You want 
to be alone now? Pll leave you alone.” He turned to the door. “We’ve done 
it, Nikoli!” 

“Good,” Tuvarnof said from the other room. “We must wait, now—wait 
and see.” 

Boris left the cell. Al lay there. He heard Tuvarnof and Boris talking in 
undertones. 

He felt nothing. Nothing from the drug. But he was sick inside about 
what had happened. He had failed completely so far. Noah was depending 


on him. Maybe a lot more depended on his succeeding with this mission 
than he knew or had been told. If it was as bad as Noah said, it could still 
be worse. 

He struggled against the ropes. They were tight, and had been tied 
professionally. It was no use. He was hung up securely. 

He wondered if Tuvarnof was the person who had tried to kill him in 
the helicopter. He might have been. He could have changed his mind about 
wanting him dead, decided on trying this drug. 

Who had killed Kronig? 

Everything had gone to hell. Everybody had done his part, and he, Al 
Mundy, had failed. He was on the spot this time. He saw no way out, and 
though he did not like to admit it, thoughts of what flowed through his 
veins now frightened him slightly. He was tense there on the cot. 

He heard them speaking to each other in the outer room. Apparently, 
then, these cells had not been used before. They were here for a purpose. 
Trips, as Boris called them. Once or twice, Al had been tempted to try 
LSD, but his aversion to drugs had prevented it. Now, he wished he had. 
He would have had something to go on. 

As it was, he knew nothing. 

“Mundy?” 

It was Boris at the cell door. 

“We’re going to untie you now. Don’t try anything, or we’ll tie you 
right up again. I simply want you free to accept the effects of the drug.” 

Al said nothing. 

Otto entered die cell, leering above him, and quickly unfastened the 
ropes from his wrists and ankles. Otto took the rope and, without a word, 
left the cell. The door clanked shut, and the lock scraped. 

“Have a jolly time,” Boris said. “Ill be right here if you need me.” 

Al heard the man move away. 

Still he felt nothing. He sat up on the cot and stared at the wall. He felt 
nothing at all. Had they made some mistake? Could it be like a placebo? He 
didn’t believe that but began to wonder why he felt nothing. It troubled 
him. He couldn’t get it out of his mind. He knew he should feel something, 
in some way. Yet his mind was as clear as ever. It seemed very clear, in 
fact. Looking at the wall, he could see the tiny ridges and whorls where it 
had been painted, the markings in the plaster. The yellow paint glared back 
at him. But that wasn’t mental. That was sight. Here he was thinking his 
mind was clear, and it was just his sight, his eyes. He blinked. But he felt 
nothing. His mind did feel clear. Extraordinarily clear. He stood up, went 
overdo the door, and peered through the bars. 

Tuvarnof was at the desk, looking toward the cell. He was grinning to 
himself. Probably thinking the drug was taking effect, Al mused, thinking 
all would go well now. Boris was in an easy chair across from the desk, 
fingers together in his lap, as if in prayer. 


They were a pair, those two. 

Al walked around the small cell. It was a little more than six by six, 
with the cot jammed in, so there was very little room. 

He sat on the cot. 

Still, he felt nothing. Perhaps he felt better than usual, and that was the 
only sensation. 

He suddenly laughed aloud. 

This surprised him. Could it be that the drug had done that? He bit his 
Hp, kept his face more sober than usual, straining to keep sober. Then he 
realized he was straining and laughed shortly again. Why the hell should he 
worry? Nobody was here. Nobody gave a damn. Was he becoming self- 
conscious? 

He stared at his hands. There was a bruise on one knuckle. He had done 
that in the fight with the guard outside the house. The finger was a bit stiff. 
He thought about that guard, lying out there in the snow, gagged and 
bound. 

He would sure as hell be irked, after they found him. He would try to 
get back, do something, wouldn’t he? What would he do? 

Al thought about it, feeling a slight haziness and pressure in the head. 
Was this the beginning? 

He stood up, went to the cell door again. Tuvarnof was staring at him 
with those jet eyes. What was Tuvarnof scheming. He saw Tuvarnof open 
his mouth, and though he did not hear the word, he knew the Russian said, 
“Kall!” 

Kill what? 

Him, Al Mundy. Of course. Tuvarnof was plotting to kill him, he knew 
that now. They had administered the drug. The drug wasn’t what they had 
said. It was meant to kill him. They were trying out a death drug. He knew 
that now. He could feel it inside him, a rising fear, a tension. It gripped his 
vitals, soared up through his body and exploded faintly, like a tiny white 
light, in his brain. They wanted to kill him. 

They had him trapped. 

Boris’s sick eyes watched him too. He turned quickly away from the 
cell door, fighting down hysteria. It rose inside his chest, a palpable 
sensation, more than troublesome. He didn’t think about the drug now. He 
suddenly knew he was thirsty. It was a fierce thirst that burned in his throat. 
His mouth was dry. 

He turned to the cell door, called, “Bring me some water.” 

“Not now, Mundy. Yov’ll have to wait.” 

The voice echoed through the room, ricocheting off the walls. Whose 
voice was it? He did not recognize the voice. Tiny winking blue lights 
gleamed from the ceiling in the other room. Where did the light come 
from? 

He turned fast at a sound behind him, stared fixedly at the cot. He 


pressed back against the cell door. Fear streamed through him, rising inside 
his chest, contaminating him. 

The cot was on fire. It flamed. Smoke bellowed, and spears of yellow 
fire leaped from the black blanket Smoke was yellow and black. 

Al whirled and shouted at Tuvarnof, at Boris. He clung to the steel bars. 


XII 

“What is it?” Tuvarnof said. 

“The—the cot’s on fire,” Al said. He shrank back against the wall, 
staring at it. His heart thudded against his chest, and his throat was dry as 
toast. The flames leaped Wriggling toward the ceiling of the cell. “Bring 
some water.” 

“You'll get no water,” Tuvarnof said. 

Boris’s face suddenly appeared, pressed against the bars of the door. 
“You say the cot’s on fire?” 

Al gasped, “Yes. Do something. Help me.” 

Boris giggled. There was something about the sound that jarred Al back 
to his senses. He was staring at the fiery cot. He moved over to the cot, 
grabbed at the blanket. Maybe he could smother the fire. 

It went out. As quickly as it had appeared, it was gone. There was 
nothing there but the cot, the rumpled blanket. 

It was the drug. Al knew that now, but he knew it only hazily. He felt 
the tendrils of fear worming through his body. Catastrophe loomed. It was 
beginning to be troublesome to believe. 

He clung to the realization that the drug had induced hallucination. 
Would it become worse? 

“Let me out of here,” he said, turning to the door. 

Boris was still there. “Just rest,” the man said, smiling blandly. “You’ll 
be fine, I assure you. Did the fire go out?” 

“Yes.” 

Al went over to the cot, sat on its edge, and stared at the door. Boris 
watched him. Boris’s face seemed to change, altering in its ordinary 
aspects, taking on a curious radiance. The eyes gleamed, and Al began to 
know Boris was laughing at him. The mouth wasn’t open, and there was no 
sound, but Al knew what the man was thinking. 

Al stared at the wall opposite him. Abruptly the whorling brush lines in 
the yellow paint on the plaster began to move, to run together, then to take 
form. Al watched, fascinated. He had never seen anything like this. What 
had they done to the cell? Had they rigged it some way, with a motion 
picture projector, to frighten him? 

The paint lines began to assume shapes of men and women. The 
women were naked, with long streaming yellow hair. They danced and 
gesticulated, running on the wall. The men pursued them. The men had tiny 
horns on their heads. They ran after the women with outstretched arms. 

The entire surface of the wall glowed and faded, glowed and faded as 
Al watched. Then he realized the small people on the wall were pointing at 
him, whispering among themselves. He strained to hear what they said and 
at the same instant knew it was the drug again. 

But how could this be happening? He could see the figures on the wall 


plainly. 

He heard the voices from the outer room, turned to see who it was. He 
saw Tuvarnof seated at the desk, Boris pacing the floor. The dogs were 
there, still leashed to the steel ring against the wall One lay quietly; the 
other sat on its haunches, watching the cell. And he knew they were trained 
animals, that they would be loosed upon him. He had no weapon. And the 
voices continued. 

He knew then that it was Boris and Tuvarnof, talking together. But they 
weren’t supposed to let Al know they were talking, discussing him. Loud 
phrases reached him, then hushed whispers. He was trembling inside now, 
with a curious fear he had never before known. It rose inside his chest, 
threatening to burst. His mind was aswarm with evil thoughts. 

“Let him think he’s safe,” Boris said. 

“Then well kill him.” 

“He’s no good to us. We’ ll kill him.” 

“Make it look good,” Tuvarnof whispered, still seated at the desk, head 
propped on the metal clamp that was his right hand. “He mustn’t know 
what we’re going to do to him.” 

Echoes of dry laughter seeped along the walls, and Al saw the blue 
lights again, flickering against the ceiling. One of the dogs turned its head 
up and howled, a lonely, terrible wail, filled with threat. 

A voice he could not identify said, “Shall we give him another 
injection?” It was a different voice; yet he could have sworn he saw Boris 
mouth the words. 

He leaped to his feet, rushed to the barred door, clung to the steel bars, 
staring at them out there. 

Boris turned and came toward the cell. His figure wavered as he 
walked, his shoulders bulging, his face a strange blob of white. 

“How do you feel?” Boris asked. 

Al mouthed words, but they made no sense. He heard himself speak 
and marveled. He tried again, making an all out effort to keep his tongue 
straight. “Let me out,” he said. “Let me out.” He said it weakly, pleading 
with Boris. Again he knew briefly that it was the drug and fought against it. 
But knowing it did not help. He was afraid now. He was afraid of them, of 
what they would do to him. 

“Kill him,” Tuvarnof said from the desk. 

Al thought he saw Boris smile. 

Suddenly Tuvarnof was moving toward the cell. The clamp gleamed as 
it swung by his side. He said, “Shall we do it now?” 

Al couldn’t stand it. He turned to the cot, flung himself down, and tried 
to curl into a ball, fighting deep, wrenching fear. He knew he was losing his 
mind. He could not control his thinking. He suddenly felt as if he were 
falling, falling down through the cot, into a void. He grabbed at the edges 
of the cot, eyes tightly closed. 


“T think another injection,” Boris said. 

“Whatever you think,” Tuvarnof told him. 

Al clung to tiny remaining strands of strength. He had to beat this. Yet 
he was losing ground fast. If they injected him again... 

He gripped the cot, not daring to open his eyes. He heard the cell door 
open, feet beside the bed. He opened his eyes, cringing. He saw the 
hypodermic needle moving toward his neck. “Lie still,” Boris said. 

Al tried to move, to fling out his arm to ward off the needle. His arm 
did not obey. He lay there in a shrinking horror, overcome with wild rushes 
of fear, and felt the needle stab his neck. The plunger went home again. 

““Ah—there, now,” Boris said. 

Al summoned all his strength, sat up abruptly. “Leave me alone,” he 
said, realizing he sounded like a petulant child. He stared at Boris, touched 
his own face with his hand. Tears streamed down his cheeks. 

Boris’s face was blank now. He held the hypodermic needle, watching 
Al. Then, slowly, the smile crept across his face again. 

“Lie down if you like,” Boris said. 

Al was suddenly drenched with sweat. He fell back on the cot, still 
staring at Boris. Behind Boris’s head, on the yellow wall, the figures of the 
nude men and women cavorted in the dark forest glade. They kept pointing 
over Boris’s shoulder at Al, gesturing, passing whispered remarks among 
themselves. 

Boris was gone. Al hadn’t seen him go. The cell door was closed. He 
leaped up, grasped the bars again. His head was swimming, his vision 
strangely distorted. 

Again he had a moment of clarity, knowing all this was happening 
because of the drug. And they had given him another shot of the stuff. 

“He ready for questioning?” It was Tuvarnof. 

“Just about ready.” 

“Then we'll kill him.” 

That was a strange voice, one he had never heard before. 

“Should we torture him?” 

“Torture Al Mundy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Yes, we'll torture him” 

“We’ll celebrate.” 

“Lets drink to it, Boris.” 

Al stared, cold with apprehension now. The voices had been curiously 
unfamiliar; yet he was certain Boris and Tuvarnof had spoken to each other. 
They were scheming something, he was positive. They were whispering 
together now. 

“Yes, we'll drink to what he’ll never know. To the death of Al Mundy.” 

He watched and saw them stand by Tuvarnof’s desk, lifting glistening 
glasses. They drank. They smacked their lips and chuckled slyly, glancing 


now and again toward the cell. 

Terrible anxiety was inside Al now. Unnamed and awesome. He fought 
against it, but he was shaking with fear. He saw Boris moving toward the 
cell. He felt weak, unable to do a thing. 

Then Boris ceased walking. 

“You!” Tuvarnof said. “You again. Yes, we want you.” 

Al told himself it was a dream, but he could see. Still, everything he 
saw was haloed in blue and pink light, even the figures of Boris and 
Tuvarnof. They wavered. He seemed to be watching through water. The 
walls of the room flowed and wavered, seemingly alive. 

“Who are you? What is your name?” 

“Christine Diplo,” she said. 

And Al saw her. The guard was leading her into the room. 

He saw her black gleaming hair first. Then the shining black almond 
shaped eyes, the fine mouth, the red lips, the tiny teeth. She wore a gold 
dress with a black belt, a mini-dress. Black net stockings covered her 
shapely legs, and tiny, ankle high black boots. She carried a dark coat. 
Boris took the coat from her, tossed it across Tuvarnof’s desk. 

Tuvarnof dragged a straight chair into the center of the room. “Sit down 
here,” he said. 

The voices were strange. And Al knew all this was being done for his 
benefit. They had captured Christine. 

“Christine!” he shouted. 

She did not turn toward him. None of them acted as if he had spoken. 

“You say you’re Christine Diplo,” Tuvarnof said. 

“Yes.” 

“What kind of a name is that?” 

“I was born on the isle of Cyprus.” 

“You know Al Mundy?” 

“I should. He followed me here, from Monaco.” 

“We’ll find out about you, Christine Diplo. I have already started a 
check on you.” 

Al, standing there at the barred door, began to doubt his senses. Was 
she really there? In the wavering colors of the room, the ever-moving 
ceiling and walls, the curious fact that none of them glanced toward the 
cell, Christine seemed somehow unreal. Everything seemed unreal. Still, he 
could see her, although not plainly. 

Abruptly such fear and panic struck him as he had never realized 
existed. He was frightened of everything, of himself, of what might happen. 

“Miss Diplo, we’re going to kill Mundy.” It was Boris. 

She did not answer. 

Tuvarnof broke into wild peals of laughter. The sound rattled along the 
ceiling. Al turned and flung himself on the cot, breathing rapidly, unable to 
get enough oxygen into his straining lungs. His mouth was like sand, and 


his throat rasped. He clung to the cot, hearing them out there, fighting a 
very terrible and unnamed fear. Still, they were going to kill him. 

Should he resign himself? “No!” he yelled it. “No!” 

“You hear him?” 

“You want to be like him, Miss Diplo?” 

“Drink to it!” 

Glasses clinked. He couldn’t see them from where he lay, writhing on 
the cot. But he knew they were drinking again. Laughter reached him. 

The cell door opened. He heard it. 

“Come, Mundy.” It was Boris. 

Al turned. “Not now.” 

“Come—out here, with us.” 

Boris grasped his shoulder. Al swung his feet to the floor. He was 
trembling all over now, gasping for breath. He desperately wanted a drink 
of water. He was frightened of Boris but fought against the feeling. He did 
not want to see Tuvarnof. Tuvarnof was going to kill him. He stared at 
Boris’s expressionless face. 

They walked into the other room. Al staggered as if drunk. The room 
receded and straightened, then wavered again before his eyes. 

Christine was gone. The chair was no longer in the center of the room. 
No. Tuvarnof was just placing it there, right where it had been. Al looked 
toward the desk, where Christine’s coat had been thrown. It was gone. 

“Where is she?” 

Tuvarnof smiled briefly at Boris. 

“Now, now—just do as we say,” Boris said. 

Boris led him to the straight backed chair. “Sit, please. All you have to 
do is answer some questions, and we’ll give you the antidote, Mundy. 
Would you like that?” 

They swam in his vision. He hardly knew what they said. Teasing. 
Inside he screamed with fear of what they might do. Yet at the same 
moment he knew it was the drug. 

“Why did you come here?” Tuvarnof asked. “Tell the truth, Mundy, and 
we'll help you. We know how you feel, believe me.” 

A weird sense of cunning came into Al then. He began to know, slyly, 
that he must escape from here. At the same moment, he saw Gorgio 
standing by the entrance to the room with the machine rifle in his arms. 

“To kill Gunter Kronig,” he said. 

“Are you afraid of anything? Of us?” 

Al’s lips trembled. He wanted to plead with them to let him go. He 
looked at Boris. Boris spread his hands and glanced at Tuvarnof. 

“You'll be all right, Mundy,” Tuvarnof said. “Now, tell us—where is 
the film negative? Where did you hide it? Is it in this house somewhere? 
Tell us, Mundy, because we’ll find out sooner or later. It’s an important 
negative to us. It has no importance to you. It’s of information a man 


carried regarding another man. It has to do with one named Morgan 
Ballister.” 

“Go to hell!” Al shouted it. 

Christine had been here. He knew it. Was the drug wearing off? Was his 
vision clearing? He cringed on the chair, looked over toward the other two 
cells, expecting to see Christine. But she wasn’t there. 

He knew he had to get out of this house. He must contact Noah. It was 
overwhelming, the sudden new meaning that appeared—escape. He rose 
quickly from the chair. 

“Don’t forget Gorgio,” Tuvarnof said. 

Gorgio lifted the machine rifle, pointing it at Al. 

“He’s too far gone,” Boris said. “He doesn’t know what he’s doing. I 
think we should wait. Watch him later. We can get a little rest, then 
question him.” 

Tuvarnof spouted bitter Russian. 

“You remember, Mundy,” he said, leaning close to Al. “You’ll tell us 
everything we want to know.” 

Al did not reply. He suddenly started walking toward the cell. Boris 
moved beside him. Al entered the cell, feeling a small sense of security 
against the wild fears that pressured him. He flung himself on the cot and 
rolled over against the wall. 

“Nikoli is right,” Boris said. “You’ll talk, Mundy.” He left, closing the 
door. 

Escape. It was the one bright thought in Al’s mind. Escape would bring 
relief. He had to fight the streaming fear and cutting anxiety even to think 
it. He knew it was the drug, wondered if it was wearing off. He clung to 
that thought. It was a faint hope. How could he escape? 

His hand slid down between the wall and the cot. His searching fingers 
probed the steel springs of the cot. 

From the other room he heard Tuvarnof’s wild laughter again. 
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Habit began to take over now. The subconscious was at work, and with 
the exhausting sensations of anxiety in his chest, Al’s fingers probed 
beneath the edge of the cot. As he worked, fighting fears of every 
conceivable kind, something new began to happen. The sensitivity of his 
hearing was abruptly pronounced. Sounds boomed and echoed from the 
other room. He could hear the wild hammering of his own heart, his 
breathing seemed loud, gusting. Each footstep from the outer room echoed 
and reverberated, as if increased by some colossal volume control, until 
heels crashed and thundered. It seemed as though tremendous loudspeakers 
carried every sound. 

He sobbed helplessly, sent up a quick prayer that the drug would wear 
off soon. Although he had some realization that his feelings, the 
disturbances, were induced by the drug, this knowledge did not help. The 
fears were just as real, the anxiety as painful. 

But habit was strong. A lifetime of crime, before his new work with the 
SIA, had prepared him. Escape. It was all he knew now. 

Boris’s voice roared, echoing. “There’s little we can do now, Nikoli. We 
must wait. Then we'll question him.” 

Tuvarnof said, “We must break him down.” 

“Never fear, Nikoli.” 

“What about the other?” 

“The drug won’t be necessary, in that case,” Boris said. 

Tuvarnof’s laugh was evil. “That pains you, I imagine?” 

Boris did not answer. 

Al felt the springs under the mattress of the cot. There were tight steel 
coils fastened to narrow, flat steel supports. The flat steel would be of no 
use. The coils were a different matter indeed. A kind of confused 
excitement touched Al Mundy, an exultant urgency. He tore at the coils. 
They were tight, because of his weight on the mattress. He rolled over as 
far as he could toward the wall, placing his weight on the edge of the cot, 
off the springs themselves. He continued to work. 

By his head, he pulled the mattress back, examining the springs. He felt 
certain he could utilize the hooks on the ends of each steel coil. One coil 
would do. 

With one hand he stretched the mat of springs toward the head of the 
cot. This somewhat loosened two coils. He worked with both hands now, 
covered with perspiration. He knew it was his life he was working for. In 
the back of his head, he solemnly cursed the SIA. But thinking that, he 
remembered Noah and how the man was depending on him. 

“Hell with it,” he muttered. 

What about the film negative? 

He suddenly realized his mind was clearing. The drug must be wearing 


off somewhat. But in the midst of knowing this, he was close to groaning 
with fear and anxiety. And his hearing was so acute now that it was painful. 

He tore at the coils. He got hold of one and began to concentrate on it, 
using all his strength. The tempered spring steel was tough. It would not 
bend. He had one edge of the coil almost through the opening on the flat 
steel support. He pushed himself upward, levering with his weight, and 
came down harshly with his right shoulder, at the same time pulling with 
all his strength on the reluctant steel coil. One end came loose in his hand. 

Success so overwhelmed him that he nearly broke into tears. Quickly, 
he unhooked the other end of the coil, thrust the mattress back, and lay 
there looking at his prize. It was a weapon...it was a key. 

He examined the coil closely. One end must be straightened a bit. It 
would be difficult, almost impossible, without tools. 

Sweat broke out all over him. 

“We haven’t eaten, Nikoli.” It was Boris again, his voice booming. 

The drug had peculiar effects. 

Tuvarnof answered curtly, “Well go then. When we return, we’ll break 
him. Gorgio will stay.” 

Footsteps retreated. Al came swiftly off the bed, staggered, lurched to 
the barred door, the steel coil clutched in his hand. He saw the vanishing 
backs of Tuvarnof, the metal clamp gleaming, and Boris as they entered the 
a other room. He waited. Gorgio appeared in the doorway, holding the 
machine rifle. 

Al returned to the cot. He stared at the coil. He yanked the mattress 
back on the cot between his legs, working feverishly, and hooked the end of 
the spring on a steel bar. He pulled. The resilience was defeating. Lips 
parted, sweat dropping on his hands, he tore and pulled at the end of the 
coil. It refused to give. 

He knelt on the edge of the cot, hooked the spring on the steel bar, 
braced himself and, with every bit of energy he could summon, slowly 
pulled. The twist of steel on the end of the steel coil slowly straightened, 
snapped loose. 

He gave a gasp, sat down again, examining his work. On the end of the 
flange was a tiny bend. He grinned to himself, despite the fear that still 
worked inside him. 

He knew sheer volition had to carry him through. Once started, he 
could not cease. Effort was what he needed. He was afraid, and the fear 
was very real, but it must not win. Anxiety was in his chest like a living 
knot, eating at the flesh. His heartbeat, he knew, must be well over one 
hundred and fifty, He was living through the intellect only. Emotion drove 
him backward. He had to ignore emotion somehow, to obey only the 
process of mind. 

He came to his feet fast then. Time was fleeting. Boris and Tuvarnof 
would return. He went to the barred door, looked out there. Silence. Then 


he saw the dogs. Just seeing them was frightening. One paced on its length 
of chain; the other sat, hunched, watching. 

There was no sign of Gorgio. He must be in the far room, by the sliding 
wall. 

Al went to work. He reached through the bars, holding the steel coil, 
fingered the lock on the door. He grinned, despite his worries. He hadn’t 
troubled to examine the lock until now. 

He inserted the bent end of the coil into the keyhole and probed for a 
tumbler. He got it on the first try. The lock scraped faintly, a hollow sound 
in his ears. He tried again. There was a loud clack! that made him jump. He 
knew the lock was open. He withdrew his arm swiftly, leaped back to the 
cot, out of sight, but there was no sound from Gorgio. 

Breathing rapidly, he went again to the door, thrust it open, and stepped 
out into the room. He closed the door carefully, then abruptly ran across the 
room, his feet as light as mittened fingers. He made no sound at all. 

The pacing dog abruptly leaped against its chain. The other came up, 
snarling. 

He was past them and into the far room. Fear streamed through him, but 
he ignored it. 

Gorgio looked up from where he sat, eyes wide. He grabbed wildly for 
the machine rifle on a small table, coming halfway out of his chair, the 
magazine falling from his lap. His fingers never touched the rifle. 

Al had the coil of spring in his fist. He swung with all his might at 
Gorgio’s jaw. It struck. Gorgio went over backward in the chair, crashing to 
the floor. 

Al was upon him savagely. In instants the guard was senseless, 
stretched out on the floor. 

Al regarded the machine rifle. Should he take it? It would only 
encumber him. He rushed to the wall, found the button, thrust it with his 
thumb and at the same time slipped the coil of spring into his hip pocket. 

The wall slid back soundlessly. Al entered the game room. He closed 
the wall, which was covered by the big glistening poster on this side, then 
stood there a moment, listening. No sound. 

The Russian bear on the bar still blinked redly, and the paw rose and 
fell. 

Al ran from the room, down the hallway, and stopped at the foot of the 
stairs. Again he listened. Still he heard nothing. 

And once more he thought of the film negative. 

Escape from this place was the important thing. 

They would figure what to do later, if he could just get to Noah. He 
started up the stairs, stopped, whirled back. Somebody was coming. He 
dodged into the small wall closet again, hulking in the darkness. He held 
the door open just a crack, peering out. He was panting now, and his heart 
was all out of control. He saw the figure of a man stride past, recognized 


him. It was the square faced fellow in woolen dress whom he had seen with 
Kronig when he’d first come to the house with Christine. 

The man vanished toward the game room. 

Al came out of the closet fast, turned to the stairs, and raced upward. 

He had just reached one of the long corridors upstairs, when he heard a 
shout from below. The man had discovered Gorgio. There was no time for 
anything now. 

At the same instant, he heard the snarling bark of a dog from down 
there. 

He ran down the corridor toward the front of the house. In moments, he 
emerged under the front stairway. He had seen no one. But as he stepped 
out into the hall, he dodged back swiftly, swearing softly. 

Tuvarnof was standing at the entrance to one of the rooms off the right 
side of the hall. He was talking with someone. The dogs would alert him in 
a moment. If Al went through the hall, Tuvarnof would see him. He took a 
chance, moved rapidly along the edge of the stairway until he could leap up 
onto the banisterless stairs themselves. 

He ran up the stairs. 

The man’s shout from below rang through the house, followed by the 
snarling of the dogs. 

He made the upstairs landing, turned down the corridor that led to 
Kronig’s bedroom. He knew that was on the side of the house toward the 
garages. He had to have a car. It was the only way he could escape, he 
knew. Fear was snarled inside him. 

He made the bedroom, turned. He saw the leaping dog coming down 
the corridor like a streak. He jumped for the window, tore it open, flung a 
leg over, slid down the wall holding by his fingertips to the window ledge. 
He dropped. 

Instantly, above him, a dark shape hurtled through the window. It was 
the damned dog, coming for him. 

He knew what he had to do. The dog landed in the snow not far away, 
turned viciously, sprang at his throat. 

Al was ready. He knew the only way was to meet it head on, and if lie 
missed at the first grab, he was finished. The Doberman would tear him to 
pieces. 

He did not miss. His fingers clamped around that throbbing, muscled 
throat, and he squeezed and fought with all his might. The dog’s snarling 
fangs brushed his face, dripping saliva, and the animal’s awesomely strong 
body writhed and clawed and fought in his hands. He flung it down into the 
snow, feeling animal-like and un-tame himself, and fell upon it. Those 
gleaming, savage eyes watched him with smothered fury as he squeezed 
and jabbed with his thumbs. Cartilage snapped, the dog choked. Al pressed 
furiously. 

The dog was dead. He released it, feeling a deep shame and repugnance 


but knowing he’d had no recourse. Where was the other dog? 

Shouts went up within the house. He rushed to where he had leaped 
from the house the first time, only to be caught by the guards, and clawed 
around in the snow, searching for the transceiver. He must have it. He had 
to alert Noah. 

He found it, grabbed it up, whirled and ran for the garages. A light still 
burned yellowly out there, and he saw the back of a car, gleaming. 

Suppose there were no keys in the car? 

He heard a closer, louder shout A man came, running around the front 
of the house as he glanced back. The man knelt and fired at him. 

“You idiot!” He heard Tuvarnof scream. “Don’t kill htm—catch him!” 

He was almost to the garage now. He reached the open door, entered, 
ran to the car. There were three other cars in the garage. This one was a 
Mercedes. He checked beneath the wheel. No keys. 

He whirled to the next car, a red Opel. He saw the gleaming keys, 
rushed to the garage door, heaved it open. 

The guard was running toward him now, and another man was coming 
around the front of the house. Still another ran from the vestibule entrance 
at the side of the house. 

Al skinned beneath the wheel of the Opel, started the engine, and 
immediately gunned the car backward out into the drive. He backed 
directly at the first running man, tore the wheel around, got going forward. 
All three men were running for the garage now. One leaped at the Opel as 
Al sent it roaring from the drive. The guard thudded against the side of the 
car and sprawled back. 

Al sped down the long drive toward the front iron gates. They were 
open. He cut through and skidded out onto the Corniche highway, took a 
quick look back toward the house. 

Bright headlights gleamed back there in the drive, and a car drove 
swiftly on the drive, following him. A man ran leaping for the car, opened a 
door, jumped inside. 

Al floored the accelerator, sent the Opel flying down the road. He had 
slipped the radio transceiver into a pocket in his nylon jacket. He drew it 
out now and pressed the button that would summon Noah, wherever he 
was. He waited. There was no answer. 

In the rear view mirror, he saw the car behind closing on him. The Opel 
simply was not fast enough. He had the gas pedal flat on the floor. The 
engine roared in the night, and an agony was inside him. 

The radio crackled. Noah’s voice came on strong, flooding Al with a 
curious relief. “Yes, yes? Al—is that you?” 

Al grinned, answered, “O exalted one, I have been behind bars, and I 
am free.” 

“Al,” Noah said. Noah’s voice was deadly sober. “What’s happened?” 

“Tell you later. I’m being chased right now, and everything’s gone to 


hell. That’s all I can say. Can you help me? I’m on the Corniche road in a 
slow Opel.” 

“You know I can’t help you, Al. Those are the conditions. There’s 
nothing I can do.” 

“Bury the conditions,” Al shouted. “I need help.” 

“Sorry, Al. If there were anything—” 

The car behind was nearly up to him. He tried to nurse more speed out 
of the Opel. He could not. It was flat out now, at least ninety, and it wasn’t 
enough. 

He shouted, ““Where’s Christine?” 

Noah said soberly, “That’s what I want to tell you, Al. I’ve got news for 
you...” 

Al heard no more. The car behind was up to him now, as they sped 
down the road. It raced beside him. He turned off the radio, thrust it into his 
inside jacket pocket, and tried to keep the Opel straight on the road. 

The others were in the Mercedes. Abruptly they crashed against the 
Opel. He saw a shouting face through the opposite window. He clutched 
the wheel as the Opel veered toward a snowbank. He saw a patch of ice 
ahead, and at the same instant, the Mercedes slammed against the Opel 
again. 

The wheel spun out of control. Al could do nothing. The Opel cut 
sideways, and dived directly for a high bank of crusted snow. 
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The Opel slewed against the snowbank, spun out into the road, then 
crashed head on into the bank. Al bounced off the steering wheel and 
sprawled across the seat. Immediately, he grabbed the door handle, flung 
the door open, and came out running. 

The Mercedes was stopped on the road. Three men were piling from the 
car. Al spotted Otto, the square faced man, and Gorgio. Gorgio looked wild 
in the eyes. 

Al ran at the snowbank. Vast plains of white drifted upward, slanting 
toward the sky, beyond the bank. He clawed desperately at the crusted 
bank, thinking only that if he might climb it, reach the flat white snow 
beyond, he could outdistance them. 

But he knew in the back of his mind that it was futile. Tendrils of fear 
still remained with him, and anxiety filled his chest. 

“Halt!” The shout rang out in the night. 

It was curiously quiet out here. There were only the sound of men’s feet 
on the icy road and the rasping noise of Al’s breathing. 

He fought for the top of the snowbank. He felt clutching fingers on his 
left foot. He kicked out, heard a loud curse, knew he had connected. Then 
another man was on him. He turned savagely, grappling. It was Gorgio, and 
he was cursing angrily. Al battered at the man’s face, lying on his back in 
the snow. He began to slide back down the bank toward the road. They 
rolled together all the way down and into the road. Another man grabbed at 
his hands. 

“Don’t kill him yet. Tuvarnof wants him.” 

“Pig-dog!” 

Al came to his knees, fighting to gain his feet, struggling with the 
clawing hands. Clouds of gusting breath floated on the still night air. 
Gorgio suddenly stood, kicked him in the side of the head. Al sprawled in 
the road. Gorgio began kicking him ruthlessly in the side. Pain streamed 
through him. 

“Tie his hands.” 

He fought to keep his hands free. In his mind was one thought: /’m 
fouling up. I’ve loused it up. 

They held his hands, and rope whipped about his wrists. He was flipped 
onto his chest, the rope tied securely, so his hands were at his back. He lay 
there, face pressed against slick ice and grit on the road surface. There was 
something almost dreamlike about everything. 

He heard them speaking voluble Russian among themselves. Then he 
was jerked upward, brought to his feet. 

“Into the car, Mundy. Otto, bring the Opel.” 

He was thrown brutally into the back seat of the Mercedes. Gorgio 
piled in beside him. The square faced fellow started the engine, backed 


around and started swiftly back down the Corniche highway. 

Half-lying on the rear seat, breathing rapidly, sick with what had 
happened, he could see the pale white half moon through the window, 
sailing across the dark heavens. Then it was obliterated by smoky clouds. 

They sped rapidly down the highway. Al felt the beginnings of healthy 
anger, still intermixed with the fear and anxiety. The drug had not entirely 
worn off, he knew. 

Al glanced up at Gorgio. The man watched him with cold eyes, his 
mouth slightly twisted. 

“I get you alone,” Gorgio said softly. “I fix you good. You make me 
look stupid to Nikoli. I fix you.” 

“Words, words,” Al said. 

“I show you words!” Gorgio said, blustering. He brought his fist down 
against Al’s throat. 

“Don’t crush the merchandise,” Al said. 

“We’re here, Gorgio,” the driver said. “You’ll get your chance.” 

They turned down off the road. Al pulled himself up in the seat. They 
were passing the iron gates, swinging into the drive by Kronig’s vast home. 
The front door stood open, and Al saw Tuvarnof standing there, with the 
streaming yellow light at his back, the clamp gleaming in the car’s 
headlights. 

They swung directly in toward the front of the house, and the car 
stopped. 

“Out,” Gorgio said, flinging open the door. He gave Al a brutal shove. 

Al stumbled from the car, slipped and fell. Looking up, he stared 
directly into Nikoli Tuvarnof’s black, gleaming eyes. Something was the 
matter with Tuvarnof. His head nodded slightly, and he seemed to have 
trouble trying to speak. His lips pursed. And Al knew it was anger, mixed 
with fear. 

Tuvarnof’s voice was a snappish threat. “You’ve returned, Mundy. 
Good. You’re a fool. You must realize we won’t let you escape. You’re 
only hurting yourself. And you killed the Prince.” 

“The Prince?” 

“That dog, you fool. I should turn the other loose on you. He’d tear you 
to bits.” Tuvarnof grasped the front of Al’s jacket, twisted the nylon in his 
fingers. “How did you get out of the cell?” 

“Tt was open. Boris left the door open.” 

Tuvarnof released him with a light curse. He turned into the house. 
“Bring him to the cellar.” Al watched Tuvarnof stride down the hall. The 
three men grouped around him, gusting clouds of breath. They herded him 
inside, closed the door. Tuvarnof had vanished. 

They started along the hall. Al remembered he had the transceiver. 
Maybe they wouldn’t notice it, hidden in the inside pocket of his nylon 
jacket. If he could contact Noah, maybe... 


“Move!” 

He walked toward the stairway. He was sick inside at what had 
happened, at being here in this house again. Everything had gone to hell. 
Thoughts of the missing film negative kept nagging at him. He was 
supposed to find it, and he had no idea where it was now. He was certain he 
would not find it. He thought of Morgan Ballister, the SIA agent, 
somewhere behind the Iron Curtain. 

But who had the negative? Where was it? Tuvarnof wanted it as badly 
as he. Tuvarnof was certain he knew where it was. 

He was shoved beneath the stairway, through the alcove, and on along 
the corridor at the rear of the house. I They reached the back stairway, went 
on down, and were soon in the game room again. It was like a sick 
reiteration of some horrible dream. 

The large poster of the man and girl skiing slid back, and Gorgio 
shoved him straight ahead. He passed through the small entrance room. The 
machine rifle was on the floor. He entered the cell room, then stopped 
short. 

Christine sat in the straight backed chair. Boris stood over her, Tuvarnof 
leaning against his desk. 

Christine wore the gold dress with the black belt. Her slim legs were 
encased in black net stockings, and she wore the same shining black ankle 
high boots he remembered. He had thought he’d dreamed seeing her. Had 
she really been here before, when he was in the cell? 

She saw him, started half up from the chair. Her long black hair fell 
thickly about her shoulders. 

“Mr. Mundy!” she said. Then she sat back and just stared at him. 

“A friend of yours?” Tuvarnof asked him. 

“Christine,” Al said. “What happened?” 

She gave a deep sigh and looked at Boris. 

Boris was smiling that sly smile. He seemed quite happy about 
something. “Shall I give her an injection?” he said to Tuvarnof. 

The MOB head said, “No. It’s not needed. She’ll talk, I’m sure.” He 
looked at Al again. “This girl is an SIA agent also, true?” 

Al said nothing. 

“Did you know she’s a double agent?” Tuvarnof asked, his voice 
gentle. “She also works for the Red Chinese.” 

Al glanced at Christine. She was looking at Boris. 

Tuvarnof must be crazy. 

“It’s true,” Tuvarnof said. “She leads everybody a merry chase.” Al 
didn’t believe this. He started toward Christine. “Take him to the cell,” 
Tuvarnof said. “We’ll inject him again,” Boris said, his eyes bright, his 
voice tense. “He’ll break like a shattered glass. He must be ready to fall 
apart now.” 

Gorgio shoved him across the room. At the same instant, Al heard a 


near silent hum. It repeated itself. At first he couldn’t place it, wondering 
what it was. Then he realized it was the transceiver. Noah must be trying to 
contact him. 

Gorgio pushed him into the cell, slammed the door, turned the key in 
the lock. Al was thinking of Christine out there. What would they do to 
her? At the same time, he considered his chances of talking with Noah. It 
seemed everything had gone wrong. Escape filled his mind again now, but 
he knew that if he did manage to break away again, he had to watch out for 
Christine. She couldn’t be left here with Tuvarnof. No telling what the man 
would do to her. “Stay by the cell, Gorgio,” Tuvarnof said. Gorgio stood 
with his back to the door. Al watched them out there. The transceiver 
hummed again, repeating its signal at short intervals. 

Tuvarnof spoke to Christine. “You’ve heard of Morgan Ballister, Miss 
Diplo?” She did not answer. 

“You'll talk,” Tuvarnof said. “Never fear. We have our ways, and we’ll 
use them willingly. It will be far easier on you if you tell us everything you 
know.” She smiled at Tuvarnof. “You have a wicked look about you. Miss 
Diplo,” the MGB head said. “I wonder how much you do know. Working 
for the SIA and the Red Chinese, you must know plenty. I’d like to get into 
that pretty little head of yours. Maybe we’ ll just crack it open, eh?” 

“Let me inject her,” Boris said quietly. His eyes shone in the light as he 
watched her. 

Tuvarnof’s voice was cutting. “Forget it, Boris. You see what it did to 
Mundy? Nothing. He escaped—you hear me? He escaped!” 

Again Al noted that Tuvarnof seemed extremely nervous, almost out of 
control. What was the matter with the man? 

Tuvarnof turned to the girl, moved over in front of her. He lifted the 
glistening metal clamp, pointing it at her. “What do you know about a 
thirty-five millimeter film negative that Gunter Kronig had? It was some 
special film, Miss Diplo. Fm positive you are aware of its existence. Have 
you any idea where it is?” 

She turned and looked at Al. She was so damned beautiful. Her face 
was expressionless, pale. Her red lips were slightly parted. The dark, 
fascinating mole stood out against the smooth white skin. 

He winked at her. 

She smiled faintly, then looked back at Tuvarnof. “Go to hell,” she said 
softly. 

Al silently cheered her. 

The hum of the transceiver was persistent. But Gorgio was by the door, 
and he glanced into the cell every moment or two. 

“Please, Nikoli,” Boris said. “Allow me to use the drug on her. She will 
talk, Pm sure of it.” 

Tuvarnof seemed to consider. “We will see,” he said. 

“You can use anything you like,” Christine said. “I will tell you 


nothing. You are a pack of dogs, that’s all. Nothing more. You’re animals, 
and I have only the basest regard for you. All of you.” She looked at Boris, 
then at Tuvarnof. “You’ll get no answers out of me.” 

“Gorgio?” 

Gorgio moved away from the cell and over toward the center of the 
room. “See how tender her hair is, Gorgio.” Al grasped the bars on the cell 
door. “Go ahead,” Tuvarnof said. “Perhaps she needs some sort of 
awakening.” 

Boris watched, chewing his lower lip. Al saw what Tuvarnof meant 
then. Gorgio stepped up behind Christine’s chair. There was a peculiar light 
in his eyes. He reached out suddenly, grasped fistfuls of the thick black 
hair, twisted it in his hands brutally and yanked it ruthlessly backward and 
down. 

Christine gave a little cry. 

It pulled her head over the back of the chair, her white throat stretched. 
“Pull hard, Gorgio!” 

Gorgio yanked at the hair, grinning above the girl’s head. He twisted 
the hair cruelly, and Al knew that if he kept it up, the hair would tear from 
her scalp. “Release her,” Tuvarnof said. 

Gorgio let her go. The girl’s head sagged. She rubbed her scalp, and 
there were tears in her eyes. 

“You see what we can do?” Tuvarnof said. “Miss Diplo, be assured, we 
will do anything—anything.” The transceiver hummed again. Al slipped 
over by the cot, sat down, and turned halfway, shielding his hands. He 
pulled the radio from its pocket in his jacket, switched on, said softly, 
“Noah?” 

The radio sputtered and Noah’s voice was too loud. 

“AI—AI, where are you?” 

“T’m caught again, Noah,” Al said, whispering quickly. “Get over here 
to Kronig’s house.” 

“You know I can’t do that, Al. Where—” The radio sputtered again. Al 
heard sharp footfalls approaching the cell door. 

“Noah, Noah,” he said. “Christine—check out—” 

Noah was trying to speak. “I’m trying to tell you, Al—you’ve got to 
understand this. Christine—” 

The cell door crashed open. It was Gorgio. Al tried to hide the 
transceiver, but Gorgio was on him. He grabbed the radio, and for a 
moment they struggled. 

“Ah,” Tuvarnof said from the doorway. “I see. Take it from him, 
Gorgio.” 

The angry guard wrenched the transceiver from Als hands, stepped 
back fast. Al watched him from the cot. 

Tuvarnof gave a soft laugh. “Sorry, Mr. Mundy.” 

They left the cell. The door slammed. Gorgio locked it and jammed the 


key into his pocket. 
“Now, Miss Diplo,” Tuvarnof said from the other room. “You’re going 
to talk. Understand?” 


XV 


Al moved to the barred cell door, watched them out there. Tuvarnof 
stood directly in front of Christine. She looked up at him with obvious 
defiance. Tuvarnof’s dark, glistening eyes were steady, but there was that 
harried overnervousness about him now. There was something uncertain 
about his manner. 

“How long have you been with the SIA?” 

She watched him, unmoved, and said nothing. 

His voice was a hissing whisper. “We’ll tear the hair from that pretty 
head, Miss Diplo. How would you like to be bald?” 

Still she said nothing. 

Otto had left the room. Only Gorgio, Boris and Tuvarnof were here 
now. Al knew it was getting late. He had to break out again, somehow. And 
this time, he must take Christine with him. But how? He had to hope 
Tuvarnof and Boris would leave, become tired, give up for the time being. 
The place would be guarded, he knew. But he would worry about that when 
he came to it And if he waited too long, no telling what they might do. 
They weren’t through with him, by any means. 

“Let me inject her, Nikoli,” Boris said, pleading. 

Al began to pace the tiny cell. Wisps of the drug still remained with 
him, and he could feel the unnatural fears, the threat of anxiety. It was a 
potent drug, but not near so powerful as he’d imagined it might be. Would 
they try it on him again, before he had a chance to get away? 

He still had the spring coil in his pocket. He could open the cell door 
easily. 

Tuvarnof and Boris were arguing about whether to use the drug on 
Christine. Tuvarnof was in an evil mood and kept insisting he did not want 
Boris to inject the girl yet. 

“Anyway, it’s late,” he said. “I have other things I must do.” 

“We could wait till morning then,” Boris said. “We could let them stew, 
both of them. Time eats at a person. Give them no food, no toilet facilities. 
That often breaks a man, that alone.” 

Tuvarnof thought about it. Al watched him through the cell door. The 
man regarded Christine coldly. 

Abruptly he turned to Gorgio. “Put her in one of the other cells,” he 
said. “We’ll wait till morning. And Boris, we must tell Otto to take care of 
Gunter’s body. He’ll have to bury it.” 

“Tt will take some digging,” Boris said. 

“We can’t let it be found. There would be questions. If Mundy and the 
girl don’t talk, we’ll take them with us in the morning. We’ll return to 
Berlin.” 

“But you will have failed, Nikoli.” 

Tuvarnof was abruptly wild, his hand trembling, the metal clamp 


waving in the air. “I haven’t failed!” he shouted. “TPI have them, don’t you 
see? I haven’t failed. Don’t ever say that again.” 

“Sorry, Nikoli.” 

What was ailing Tuvarnof? Al wondered. The man was oversensitive, 
on the defensive. 

Tuvarnof turned to the girl. “You hear that, Miss Diplo? If you don’t 
talk, you’ ll come to Berlin with us. I assure you, you’ II never leave alive.” 

She did not speak. 

“You would rather have it that way, then?” he said. 

Still she said nothing. 

“Put her in the cell, Gorgio.” 

Gorgio came up to her, grabbed her brutally by the arm, and led her 
across the room. Al heard the cell door open. Gorgio must have given her a 
hard shove, because she uttered a little cry. The cell door slammed. 

“Watch them, Gorgio. Not that they can do anything. Leo will relieve 
you in two hours. If the girl decides to talk things over with me, you may 
call me.” 

Al wished he could see Christine, but since she was in a cell that was in 
line with his, he could see nothing. She was strong hearted, he knew that 
now. The SIA had chosen well. 

Noah knew where he was, he was certain of that. But would the man do 
anything? He doubted it. That was the one thing Noah always warned him 
about. If he were caught, nothing could ever be done. He would have to 
take his chances. 

Tuvarnof came over to his cell and stood by the door. His face was a 
cold mask now, but the eyes were not as forceful as before. There was 
something hesitant in them. 

“There will be no relief for you, Mundy. If you wait and come with us 
tomorrow, you will die. You can believe that.” 

“What about this film negative you’ve mentioned?” Al asked. “You 
haven’t got that. What will your superiors say?” 

Tuvarnof went into a sudden fury. His face flushed, his voice cracked. 
“Shut up! This is my show, mine! You understand? Keep your filthy mouth 
closed, Mundy, until I tell you to open it.” 

“Have it your way, Nikoli.” 

Tuvarnof turned sharply away and strode across the room. Boris 
glanced toward Al, then followed the MGB head. They left the room, and 
Al heard the small rolling sound as the wall slid open and finally closed. 
They were left alone with Gorgio. 

Al sat on the edge of the cot. “You all right, Christine?” he called. 

“Yes, thanks. What do we do now?” 

“Just wait.” 

“You two—no talking,” Gorgio said from the center of the room. 

Al knew he had to act swiftly. Tuvarnof could easily change his mind 


and return. Boris might persuade him that the drug was the best way out. 
Something was bothering Tuvarnof. Was he worried about his position? 
Was he troubled because he had failed? 

Al wondered what to do. 

He knew there was only one way. He wished he could avoid it. 
Something might go wrong. And if he missed the first time, he wouldn’t 
get another chance. He could think of no other way. 

He groaned, making up his mind. He groaned louder. He stood and 
walked to the cell door, clung to the bars, and moaned softly. 

“Gorgio,” he called. “Something’s the matter inside me. It’s where you 
kicked me. You broke something.” 

The guard looked at him with a surly expression. 

Al slumped against the barred door. He reached into his hip pocket, 
brought out the spring coil and held it tightly in his hand. 

“I’m in pain,” he gasped. “Do something, Gorgio.” 

The guard hesitated, then moved toward the cell. It was an 
anachronistic act; the history books were filled with it. But it had to work 
once again. 

“What’s the matter?” Gorgio asked. 

“My side. You must have broken something.” 

“Don’t He.” 

‘Tm not lying.” Al groaned again. “Here, look.” He opened his jacket, 
his shirt, baring his side. 

Gorgio stepped closer, craning his neck. 

Al did not wait. He reached, clawing, and almost missed but managed 
to grab hold of Gorgio’s shirt front. He brutally yanked him against the 
bars, then reached around his throat and yanked his head back against the 
steel. He clung with all his might, levering the man so he had him pinned 
against the cell door. 

“Now,” he said. “Now—you like it?” 

He had his forearm around the man’s throat. He pulled, tightening 
savagely, and at the same time began work with the bent spring on the lock 
outside the door. It took only a moment. The door opened. 

He thrust the door all the way open, leaped out fast and came at the 
man with everything he had. Gorgio’s throat was hurt from the choking. He 
hesitated an instant, and that was enough. Al was on him. He grasped the 
spring in his fist and beat at the man’s jaw. Gorgio was strong, well padded. 
This wasn’t as easy as the other time. 

But Al knew he was fighting for his life. The man brought his knee up 
in a wild effort. Al grabbed the man’s leg and lifted. Gorgio crashed to the 
floor. Al was on him then, straddling his chest. His fingers grasped the 
pulsing throat. He remembered how it had been with the Doberman. 

“Hurry, Al!” 

It was Christine from the other cell. 


Gorgio’s tongue protruded now, as Al squeezed the thick throat, beating 
the man’s head against the floor. The eyes glazed. Abruptly his body went 
limp. 

Breathing heavily, Al stood, moved quickly over to Christine’s cell. 
Using the spring coil, he opened the door. She rushed out. 

She stood there a moment, smiling at Al, those dark eyes flashing, the 
thick hair foaming about her shoulders. 

“Come on,” Al said. “We’ve got to take the chance, get out of here.” 

He started across the room. 

“My coat,” Christine said. She hurried across the room to Tuvarnof’s 
desk, went behind it. Her coat, a black cape, was wadded on Tuvarnof’s 
chair. She snatched it up, threw it across her shoulders. She seemed 
satisfied, smiled, and hurried over to Al. 

“All right,” she said. “Can we make it?” 

“We’ve got to, baby.” 

They went into the small outer room. Al pressed the button, and the 
wall slid back. 

“This is where I came in,” he said. 

They passed through into the game room. 

“Move as fast as you can, honey,” Al said. 

They rushed down the hall, reached the stairs. 

“No telling where they’ll be.” 

They ran up the stairs. The girl was lithe, agile, fast. In the upstairs 
corridor, Al guided her to the side vestibule entrance. They moved silently. 
He heard no sign of anyone, but that meant nothing. There might even be a 
guard outside the door. 

One thing was in their favor—he had escaped once. They wouldn’t 
believe he could do it again. 

They went on through the door, opening it carefully. 

Cold air rushed upon them. Nobody was outside. 

“We'll take a car,” he said. “The Mercedes. It’s faster.” He glanced 
toward the garage. The doors were open, and the Mercedes wasn’t there. It 
must be at the front of the house, where they’d left it. 

They moved through the snow. It was beginning to snow lightly again 
now, and the air was brittle. Their breath gusted. 

They rounded the front corner of the house. The car was parked by the 
entrance, where it had been left. 

“Make a run for it,” he said tightly. “And don’t stumble.” 

They ran for the car. He opened the door on the passenger side, and 
Christine slid in on the seat. He closed the door carefully, hurried around 
and slipped beneath the wheel. The keys were there. 

There was no action from the house. 

He started the car and immediately gunned it along the drive, made a 
skidding U turn, and headed for the iron gates. The headlights glared 


through a slanting fall of snow. 

He glanced back at the house. The front door was open, and a man 
rushed out. 

He headed for the gates. The headlights suddenly revealed that the 
gates were closed. He chewed the inside of his cheek, pressed the 
accelerator to the floor, driving straight at the iron grillework. 

“We’ll crash,” Christine said. 

“Hold on,” Al said. 

They struck the gates, going fast now, and the iron shattered and bent. 
They were through, sliding sideways on the outer drive. The car whipped 
straight, and Al brought it out onto the Corniche road. 

This time they would make it, he felt certain. 

Then he remembered the film negative. Noah would be plenty hot. But 
what could he do? 

They sped along the road, the headlights glaring brightly on the snow. 
Falling snow dusted across the windshield, and Al turned on the wipers. 

“We made it, Christine. Well be with Noah in a few minutes.” 

“Yes,” she said. “We made it.” 

“Aren’t you happy?” 

“Certainly I’m happy.” 

“Then get with it.” 

They were doing nearly ninety on the slick road. 

“Turn off the next right,” Christine said. “It’s a shorter route to the 
house. A cliff road.” 

“Okay.” 

They came along the road, and abruptly Al saw the right turning. He 
slowed the car some and took the turn in a long skid. The road slanted 
upward, and it was narrower than the main highway. It was very dark out 
here, with only the glare from the headlights cutting a kind of white tunnel 
in the flowing night. 

Al saw that the road dropped off to the left. 

“See that hill, sloping up there?” Christine said. “Covered with rocks?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Your house is just over that hill.” 

“Fine. Be there in no time.” 

“Al?” 

“Yes?” 

“Slow the car.” 

“Why?” 

“Because.” Her voice was funny. He glanced at her and in the yellow 
glow from the dash lights saw the gun in her firm hand. It was a Chinese 
Tokarev 7.62 millimeter pistol, and it was aimed straight at his middle. 
“T’m going to kill you,” she said simply. 

“What?” He was incredulous. 


Christine Diplo’s face was expressionless, the eyes shining darkly. 

Outside it seemed brighter. Al was conscious that the first fingers of 
pink dawn probed the eastern sky. 

“I must loll you,” she said quietly. “I’m everything they said I was— 
and more. Tuvarnof was right. I’ve played both sides, Al. So stop the car.” 

“Christine, I never thought this of you.” 

She smiled briefly. “A smart girl never reveals all her assets, Mr. 
Mundy. I lolled Gunter Kronig, you see? And I shall return to China now. 
And you, Al Mundy—you are a dirty speck in everybody’s dinner. You’ll 
be dead. It will be a bright feather in my cap, as Americans say.” 

He realized she was serious. 

“I killed your precious Noah,” she said. 

“What?” 

“T shot him.” 

“You’re wrong about that, sister. I talked with Noah on the radio back 
at Tuvarnof’s when you were in the room.” 

“You must be wrong,” she said sharply. 

“I’m not wrong.” 

“Well, stop the car.” 

He knew she would kill him. She was everything she claimed. 

They were still low on the sloping, rocky hill. He slowed the car 
slightly. 

“Right here,” Christine said. 

“You mean you’d kill me and leave me out here in the cold snow?” 

“Don’t try to joke.” 

There was only one thing he could do. He glanced to the left. The cliff 
was only a six foot drop from the road to a small plateau of snow. Plenty of 
rocks, too, he thought sourly. 

“Damn you, Christine. You surprise me.” 

“Stop the car!” 

“Sure, baby.” 

He wrenched the wheel sharply. The car skidded sideways, plowed 
through a heavy roadside drift, and hurtled out over the small cliff. For an 
instant it hovered in the air; then it crashed into snow and rocks. 


XVI 


The car bounced lightly, struck with a grinding of steel, whipped 
around and flipped over on its side. Al crashed against the door, which 
gave way. He was flung out into the snow. 

Dazed, he lay there. Light snow fell lazily from the lightening sky. A 
pink glow spread from the east, shooting fingers of light among the clouds, 
gray overhead. The snow began to fall more heavily, but it was still quite 
light, a powdery snow in the cold air. 

Al sat up abruptly, fully conscious now. There was a small scratch on 
the back of his left hand, but otherwise he seemed unhurt. 

He could not tell how long he’d been lying there, certainly not more 
than several minutes. Then he saw Christine. 

She was on her knees beside the overturned car, staring at something 
over his shoulder. Large rocks were strewn around where they lay, an 
occasional stunted tree, leafless and skeletal in the dim dawn. 

“Christine,” he said. 

She did not answer. She just stared, her lips parted. 

“All right, Mundy. Get up.” 

Al whirled sharply, came halfway to his feet. 

It was Nikoli Tuvarnof. He stood on a slight rise of ground, surrounded 
by jutting rocks, just above Al, grinning crookedly. He wore a white car 
coat with a black fur collar, strapped tightly at the waist, and a khaki 
colored cap with ear flaps. The metal clamp gleamed where his right hand 
should be. In his left hand was a .45 automatic. 

Christine was on her feet now. She stared at the Russian MOB head. 
Both she and Al had been thrown from the car when it flipped on its side. 

“Are you hurt?” Al asked, turning to her. 

“Go to hell!” 

“I don’t believe Miss Diplo cares for your sympathy,” Tuvarnof said. 
“And neither would I, Mundy.” A tic caught Tuvarnof’s right eyebrow, and 
it jiggled curiously. He blinked his right eye and gave a short laugh. It was 
an uncomfortable sound. “Now you’re returning to the house with me. The 
others pursued you in a different direction, but I thought I was right. Move 
up to the road, Mundy.” 

Al glanced at Christine. She seemed entirely unhurt, but she looked 
angry. The black eyes snapped. Al stepped closer to Tuvarnof, who held the 
automatic steady, pointed at his chest. 

“You’re not taking me back there,” Al said. 

“Yes, I am, Mundy.” 

“No you’re not. Hate to disappoint you.” 

He kept moving toward Tuvarnof. He was quite close to him now, his 
eyes directly on Tuvarnof’s. A gust of powdery snow blew between them, 
dusting on Tuvarnof’s coat. Their breath smoked upon the air. 


“Stand back,” the Russian said. 

“Do I bother you?” 

“Don’t come any closer.” 

Al took another step; then he sprang at Tuvarnof, dived for the gun 
hand, knocked it aside. The gun flipped from the man’s hand. Al struck 
Tuvarnof on the point of the chin. The man cursed, staggering backward. 
At the same time, Al heard feet running, knew Christine was trying to get 
away. He leaped at Tuvarnof, but the man was falling. He sprawled 
backward, and Al saw the man’s head strike the rock. It was a dull sound, 
and the Russian lay still. 

Al quickly examined him. He was unconscious. 

He turned fast. Christine Diplo was already up the bank and across the 
road, running up the slanting hillside, among large boulders, snow blowing 
like dust. 

Al shouted, “Christine-don’t try it!” 

He started after her. He came by the overturned car, suddenly glimpsed 
the Tokarev pistol lying on the ground, Christine’s gun. He leaned, 
snatched it up, shoved it into his pocket and ran after her. 

She was lithe and quick, and she had a good start. 

He made the road, crossed it. About fifty yards along the road, parked 
at the side, was Tuvarnof’s car. 

But Christine was climbing up among the rocks, on the hillside. He 
knew that just over the brow of the hill was the chateau, where Noah 
waited. 

Why was she going there? 

He took out after her, running as fast as he could. He started up the 
hillside. Immense gray boulders jutted everywhere. He caught snatching 
sights of Christine Diplo, running ahead of him. He had to catch her. He ran 
very fast then, leaping between smaller coulders, finding an alley among 
the larger ones. 

“Christine—stop!”” 

She flung a curse back at him, obscene in the clean morning. 

Suddenly he saw her trip, stagger, fall. He leaped the few remaining 
feet and came upon her. She was under the lip of a huge gray boulder. She 
lay there, looking at him, cursing him bitterly. 

“I was going to make certain I’d killed Noah,” she said. “Damn you, 
you pig! I'll kill you, too.” 

“Sure, sure, baby.” He grabbed her arm, swung her to her feet. “Come 
on. We’ll go over the hill, and we’ll both see Noah.” 

“You’re not taking me with you.” 

“The hell I’m not.” 

She leaned back, her mouth twisted. “You filthy pig. Stupid, arrogant— 
you think you’re really something, don’t you, Al Mundy?” 

He laughed at her. “You’re not so beautiful any more, Christine.” 


She spat at him. Her black eyes flashed. She wrenched at her arm, 
trying to pull away. The dark mole stood out at the corner of her mouth on 
the pale skin. 

“Come on,” he said. “We’ll just leave Tuvarnof back there. We’ll be 
with Noah in no time.” 

“You won’t leave Tuvarnof,” the Russian said. 

Al turned sharply. 

Tuvarnof stood on a rocky ledge, with the gun in his hand again, 
pointed at them. He was above them, his back to the sky. Snow misted 
between them. 

The Russian threw back his head and laughed. There was something 
crazy in the laughter, and when he spoke, it was with desperation. 

“I was going to take you back with me. I’ve changed my mind, you 
see? You see?” He shouted it. “They'll know I’m as good as ever. They 
think I’m failing at my job. They think I’m weak. They sent me here to try 
me again. But I won’t fail. I’m as good as ever, and I’ Il prove it. I’m going 
to kill you—kill you both. I’m taking your body back with me, Mundy. 
What d’you think of that? P’ll show it to them. An SIA agent, very much 
wanted, too. And yov’ll be dead.” 

He laughed again, the laughter bubbling and bursting from his lips. His 
eyes were glazed now. The metal clamp waved in the air, glinting, 
gleaming. “They’ll want me for more important missions. I'll be as 
important as ever. They won’t laugh behind my back any more.” 

Tuvarnof was mad, Al knew now. The man was clinging to remaining 
shreds of self-esteem. There was nothing sane in the sound of his voice or 
in his words. Under pressure from higher ups, he had broken. It was 
obvious. 

“Get ready to die, Mundy.” 

Al knew the man meant it. In whatever dark corner of his mind he lived 
in, Tuvarnof knew only the one thing—si//—and be saved. 

“But—not me,” Christine said. “I can be of help to you.” 

“You mean nothing to me,” Tuvarnof said. “Less than nothing.” 

“But—wait!” 

‘T'm not waiting. I’m going to kill you, Mundy.” 

Al knew it had to be now. He grabbed in his pocket for the Chinese 
Tokarev pistol, Christine’s gun, snatched it out and at the same time dived 
for the ground. The thunder of the .45 automatic in Tuvarnof’s hand fired 
the morning. Again it fired, and rock split in front of Al’s face. He lifted the 
pistol, took quick aim and fired. 

Tuvarnof’s mouth was open in shock. He stood absolutely still. Then 
the automatic spun from his hand. On the ledge above them, he teetered, 
and Al saw the red blossom on his forehead where the bullet had struck. 

The Russian fell in a wild sprawl from the ledge. He struck the side of a 
gray boulder, rolled down to the ground and lay on his back, staring at the 


sky. His eyes were open, and blood pulsed redly from the hole in his 
forehead. 

“You killed him,” Christine said. 

Al said nothing. 

Christine turned wildly and started running again. 

Al went after her. He caught her quickly, took her arm, swung her 
around. 

“We’re going to the house together,” he said, “Remember?” 

“T wish he’d killed you,” she said. 

“You’re a nasty one.” 

“T can be nastier.” 

“TIl bet. Come on.” 

He pushed and shoved her ahead of him, up over the brow of the hill, 
among the gigantic boulders. As they reached the top, he looked down and 
saw the house, only two hundred yards away. The Cadillac stood out front, 
and smoke rose lazily from a chimney. 

He thought how easy Noah had it, sitting there, waiting for something 
to happen. He sighed then and thrust Christine on ahead of him. They came 
down the side of the hill, walking fast. 

He still held the gun. He thrust it into his pocket, giving Tuvarnof brief 
thought. He had seen the madness coming in the man. It had revealed itself 
several times, but he hadn’t been able to recognize it for what it was. He 
had been something, all right. 

Now he was dead. 

“What are you going to do to me?” Christine asked. 

“You'll see.” 

“But you don’t want me. What good am I to you?” 

“I don’t know yet. Wait’ 1l I check with Noah.” 

“Noah—Noah! What the hell does he care about you?” 

“You wouldn’t understand, honey.” 

She spat at him again, fighting him, trying to break away. They hurried 
down the last stretch of snow covered ground onto the level surface. They 
were near the drive. 

They scuffed onto the smooth surface. 

The front door burst open, and Noah stepped outside. His head was 
bandaged. 

“AI—AI, for God’s sake. Are you all right?” 

“Tm fine, Father,” Al called. “We’re filled with surprises today.” 


XVII 


They approached the front door. Noah waited. Christine fought to pull 
free of Al’s grasp. She struck at him with both tiny fists, cursing him under 
her breath. 

“Damn you, let me go!” 

“Sorry,” Al said. “I think Noah’!l want to talk with you. And there may 
be other things in store for you too, honey.” 

“And don’t call me honey.” 

Noah’s eyes were wide. “Where did you find her? Are you all right, 
Al?” 

“T’m okay. And she’s supposed to have killed you, from what she’s told 
me.” 

“She tried,” Noah said. “Let’s get inside. Starting to snow heavier 
now.” 

The snow was gusting across the drive. It drove in the door as they 
entered the house. 

Noah closed the door. “Al, the main thing—did you get it?” 

“Get what?” 

“The film—the negative.” 

Christine laughed. “He did a bad job, Noah.” 

“Where is it, A1?” 

“Now, now,” Al said. “I did what I could. I’ve been shot at, drugged, 
slugged and generally knocked about. 

I just killed a man, Noah, which isn’t in the books. I’ve had it, up to 
here.” He sliced a finger across his throat. “What I want is a drink.” 

He walked rapidly through the hall and into the living room. Paulette, 
the French maid, was just leaving the room. 

“Oh, la, monsieur,” she said. “And where have you been?” 

“To a party,” Al said, moving quickly behind the bar. Paulette left the 
room with a twitch of her pretty derriere. Al found the Cognac bottle, 
poured a large glassful. He came back around the bar as Noah entered, one 
hand gripped on Christine’s arm. She was twisting in his grasp. 

“Tried to run, just then,” Noah said. “She came here while you were 
gone, Al. Just pulled a gun and shot me in the head. Just like that.” Noah 
tenderly touched his thickly bandaged head. “Didn’t really hurt me, luckily. 
Just a crease, the doctor said. But it gave me a scare, I'll tell you.” 

Al leaned against the front of the bar, sipped his drink. The warmth of 
the brandy was good, trickling down his throat. He felt it going to work at 
once, and his humor began to return. 

“So you tried to kill Noah,” he said to Christine. 

“I thought he was dead,” she said. Her eyes snapped bitterly. “I wish 
you both in hell.” 

“But the film,” Noah said. “Where is it?” 


“Couldn’t find it, Noah. Why didn’t you tell me over the radio about 
Christine?” 

“T tried to. I was cut off. You know that,” he paused, said slowly, “You 
mean, you really didn’t get the film?” 

Al told him about finding the negative is Kronig’s bedroom safe and 
how the important parts had been cut out. “There’s not much I can do,” Al 
said. He rapidly outlined what had happened to him, the part Nikoli 
Tuvarnof had played during the last few hours. “I did all I could. No telling 
where that film is, Noah. I couldn’t find it It wasn’t where it was supposed 
to be, was it, now?” Al grinned. “Sometimes you think I’m a magician, 
Noah.” 

“And you won’t find that film either,” Christine said. She stepped 
closed to Al, bending forward slightly at the waist, her face touched with 
spite. “I laugh at you,” she said. “At both of you.” 

“You’ve failed,” Noah said. “My God, Al. What will we do? You’ve 
failed.” 

“Sorry, old boy.” 

“Sorry? Don’t you realize what this means? Morgan Ballister. Think of 
him. Everything will go to hell. His cover’ll be blown. He’ll end up dead, 
Al.” Noah paced back and forth. “You’ve failed. This is the first time, and 
you’ve failed.” 

“There’s always a first time, Noah. I’m sorry, and that’s all I can say.” 
He hesitated, then said, “I did everything I could, Noah. Believe that.” 

“Yes,” Christine said. “And it wasn’t enough. You’re not smart enough, 
that’s why. They’ll get Ballister, theyll get him in a way you’ll never 
guess. I am Chinese, understand? It’s all true. I’ve been a double agent, you 
know that now. It doesn’t matter. Well, we Chinese can utilize SIA agents 
too. I’m glad, you hear? Glad! Nikoli captured me in Davos. He thought he 
could make me talk. I knew he couldn’t. He failed. I was there, Mundy—I 
heard you suffering in that cell, while they questioned me.” She paused, her 
eyes brightly dark, her mouth twisted with scorn. “I was supposed to kill 
you, Al Mundy. Those were my orders. That’s why I played along, waiting 
for the chance. I tried to kill you both, before you arrived. I phoned an 
agent in Zurich, had him fix that helicopter.” 

“You’re something, all right,” Al said. He was rapidly becoming tired 
of her bravado, her complacency. 

“A hell of a lot more than you’ll ever know,” Christine said. “You’re 
stupid. You hear me? Stupid. You and him, too.” She pointed at Noah. 
“You’re both stupid! Stupid!” Her face grew red, and she began to curse Al, 
looking straight into his eyes. 

For all her beauty, she was a bitch, and it was more than Al Mundy 
could stand. 

“Shut up,” he said. 

“The hell with you!” 


He reached out and slapped her face, harshly. 

She cringed backward. 

He stared at her. He frowned. He started to say something, then paused. 
He looked at his hand. He looked at Christine Diplo again. 

“You’ve failed me,” Noah said. “You failed us, Al. How can I ever 
explain? More than that, how can we save Morgan Ballister? The United 
States is in a jam now, Al.” 

“Be quiet,” Al said. “Noah, where’s that little magnifying glass you 
always carry?” 

“What d’you want that for?” 

“Give it to me.” 

“Well...” Noah pawed in his pocket, came up with a small, high 
powered glass. He opened it, handed it to Al. Al turned to the bar, set down 
his drink, switched on a small bar lamp. He examined the palm of his hand, 
searching closely. “What the devil you doing?” Noah asked. “He’s a fool,” 
Christine said. 

Al began to laugh. Softly at first. Then he leaned against the bar, 
choking with it. He could not cease. The laughter worked in his belly, 
exploded from his throat. 

“Al? What’s the matter?” 

“Noah, for God’s sake!” 

He could not stop laughing. He held his hand out, grabbed Noah by the 
shoulder, kept pointing at his palm. 

“Look, Noah—look! It’s a microdot. You said she was a photographic 
wizard. Her mole, Noah. Her mole. It was a fake. It came off on my hand 
when I slapped her. The missing film, Noah. It’s right here, on that 
microdot AU of it. The dossier, everything. She did it. Christine, our little 
sweetheart. Don’t you see? I didn’t fail, Noah, old man. I came through. 
Right on time, just like always.” 

Noah’s face was incredulous. 

Al grinned, glanced at Christine Diplo. 

He said, “Ill bet if we check her rooms at the Belvedere, in Davos, 
we’ll find the whole setup. Boy, photographic wizard is right. She’s been 
carrying that around on her face, Noah. All she was waiting for was a 
chance to kill me.” 

“You mean...that’s the film? The negative?” 

“Sure. Look.” Al showed Noah the tiny microdot, gleaming on his 
palm. 

Christine suddenly screamed. 

She ran at Al, clawing, kicking. “Damn you!” 

Al laughed quietly and gave her a harsh shove. She sprawled backward 
onto a wide sofa. She looked up at him, anger burning her eyes. 

“So, what now, Noah?” 

Noah Bain smiled slowly. “You did come through,” he said. “But 


you’ve got to admit, Al, it was purely by accident.” 

“Admit, hell,” Al said. “I admit nothing, buster. I did what I was 
supposed to do. That’s all I know.” 

“But Al...” 

Al grinned at Noah. “Listen, chum. I want to start for home. Get it? Just 
as fast as we can make it. I’ve been through all I can take for a little while.” 

“Well, I guess we can arrange things,” Noah said. 

“Something else, Noah. A little more arranging. Remember that trick 
you played on me with that girl Lola Sommers?” 

“Yes, Al, but I thought you were over that.” 

“T’m not over it. Not by a long shot. I’ve been thinking. I’d like to meet 
Lola again, under the proper conditions. Even if she is as stupid as she 
seemed, it won’t really matter. It’d be a pleasure, after being here. Think 
you can fix me up, O Great One?” 

Noah winked. “I have my little ways,” he said. 

Al caught a glimpse of the devil in those somber eyes. 


